THE RING AND THE HOOK 




"Johnny? fs this Johnny?" Bllery said 
info the phone, 

"Yes." He was hauling the breath 
from his lungs as if it had weights at¬ 
tached, "El . . . ?" 

"YeSf yeSf what's wrong?" 

"Dying." 

"You? Waif! I mean, I'll be right 
over," 


"M-m-m . . He stopped. There 
was a gurgly sob. Then Benedict said, 
"Murder," in quite an ordinary way. 

Ellery said swiftly, "Who, Johnny? 
Tell me. Who did it?" 

This time the dragged-out breath, in¬ 
terminable. 


And Johnny Benedict offered his final 
word. Home," and stopped again. 
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And so Ellery stood there, watching the BOAC jet take the 
Scot away 

He was still standing alone on his island when a hand 
touched his 

He turned around and it was, of all people. Inspector 
Queen. 

“El,” his father said, squeezing his arm. “Come on. Ill 
buy you a cup of coffee ” 

The old boy always comes throu^, Ellery thought over 
his second cup m the airport restaurant 

“Son, you can’t monkey around in this busmess withoirt 
once m a while running mto the back of your own hand,” 
the Inspector said “It didn’t have to happen this way. You 
let yourself get mvolved with the guy. If I allowed mys^ 
that kind of foolishness I’d have had to toss my shield in 


years ago Human flesh can’t stand it.” 

Ellery raised his hand as if the other were on the Bible. 
“So help me Hannah, I’ll never make that mistake again ” 
Having said this, he found his ^ance commg to rest on 
Benedict and Marsh, m man-to-map conversation at the other 
side of the dimng room 

All men, Shaw said, mean well 

Not excludmg EUery. What was this but the familiar 
Chance Encounter? Time lines convergmg for the moment, a 
brief nostalgia, then everyone on his way and no harm done? 
Had he but known 

It began, as such apparently meanmgless reunions do, 
with grips, grins, and m^y warmth. The pair immediately 
accepted Ellery’s mvitation to move over to the Queen table 
They had not laid eyes on him, and vice versa, since Harvard. 

To Inspector Queen, Marsh was just a citizen named Marsh. 

' But he had certainly heard of Benedict—Johnny-B to the 
^jirld of jet, a charter member of Raffles, fixed star of flie 
^ \ Y columnists, crony of nobihty, habitu6 of Monaco, Kitz- 
'cl, and the yachtmg isles of Greece January might find 
^ diet at the wmter festival in Malaga; February in 
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Garmisch-Partcnkirclicn; March m Ulocinfonl* in for the nv 
tional games, April at the Songkran Festi'. a! la Chiangmai; 
May in Copenhagen for the royal h'^llct; June it F^psom 
Downs for the English Oaks and nl Newport and Cork for the 
transatlantic yacht races, July at Ilcnlcv and Havreuth, 
Aupst at Mystic for the Outdoor An Festival; 
in Luxembourg for the wine, October in Turin for the auto 
show, November at Madison Square Garden for the horv 
show; and December at Makaha Bench for the surfing 
championships. These were only tvpical, Johnn>-B had a 
hundr^ other entertainments up his sleeve. Ellery had alw.'i>'5 

j ^ run-for-your-hfe man without the patho¬ 

logical stopwatch. 

Levering Benedict ni toiled not (toil, he liked to 
S of neither did he 

^vimic ^ social whirl He was channing without the 
neve? his set: a fact that 

He assigned to the Beautiful People, 

fin wtinm tVi ^ Jiot common attribute of his class 

SowiTJif sourj—on the slight side, 

and dehcaff? women adored stroking, 

^eal Kc was, of course, sartorially 

list There taf sauntered onto the Ten Best-Dressed 

the-bone beautv Grecian about him, a to- 

chunk of the ofvm^^ ^andfathcr had staked out a stout 
Lake Chelan to Peninsula and the timberlands around 
the Pacific Noi4w?sT^Hhf lumber barons of 

piling Pehon on oTsa-ltw ^ invested m shipping, 

leaving the difficultv S ^ ^ ^^cording to the gossip, 

Johnny. In resultant riches to 

fortune in the multimiUin^^ often pomted out that with a 
that past a certain nomt co^d not easily be done, 

That Johnny tned wealth is hard to redistribute. 

Alimony apparently made / matter of public record. 
^^Th? Kh tLrd wif?°^’ enough to bruise; 

was said to be A 1 ^®°oies of Johnny Benedict 

and he was luxunously nestt^/i from a society tree, 

Le grew up to toil Ld f^i^th But 

a question of choice. With Marsh it 

of who knew ^^‘^ty over his wealth; he 

for^nT^S^ bored f^^'^Vle 

t? Ho had taken ton ^ bad no appeal 

Oiu^ Ll^vvard Law, goS^on 

lustice, and emerged mto^h<^^ ^ United States Supreme 
goa mto the cymeal realities of Wash- 
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ington and New York to found a law firm of his own that, 
with the aid of his family’s influence and connections, quietly 
acquired a sterlmg chentele and a hallmark reputation He had 
ofl&ces in both cities. 

Experts in such matters nominated Marsh one of the 
matrimonial catches of any season whatever. He was unfail¬ 
ingly attractive to women, whom he handled with the same 
tact he brought to his practice of law, and not only because 
he was elusive. He was a bigger man than Benedict, darkly 
rugged, with a smashed nose from his college wrestling days, 
a jaw that looked as if it had been mmed in Colorado, and a 
naturally squmty set to the eyes—^“the Marlboro type,” Johnny 
called him affectionately—^who seemed bom to saddle horses 
and foreign cars. He had a fondness for both which he m- 
dulged when he could find the time, and a passion for flymg; 
he piloted his own plane with a gnm devotion that could 
only be explamed by the fact that ids father had died in one 
As so often happens in the case of men to whom women 
respond, other men did not take to Marsh easily. Some called 
it his aloofness, others his reserve, others his “standoffishness”; 
whatever it was, it caused Marsh to have a very small circle 
of friends Johnny Benedict was one of the few. 

Their relationship was not altogether personal. Johnny had 
inherited from his father the services of an ancient and 
prestigious law firm which had handled three generations of 
Benedict mvestments, but for the management of his personal 
affairs he relied on Marsh 

“Of course you just flew m from the moon,” Ellery said. 
“It’s about the only place, from what I hear, you’ve never 
been ” 

“Matter of fact, I got off the jet from London fifteen min¬ 
utes ago, and A1 here got off with me,” Benedict said “We 
had some business m London, and th-then there was that 
auction at S-Sotheby’s ” 

‘Which of course you had to attend ” 

“Please,” Marsh said in a pamed way. “Amend the auxihaiy 
verb I know of no law that compels a man to drop what 
, Johnny just dropped for that Monet,” 

Benedict lauded “Aren’t you always lecturmg me about 
spending my m-money so I’ve a fighting chance for a profit?” 
He not only stammered, he had difficulty with his r’s, givmg 
his speech a definite charm It was hard to see a rapacious 
capitalist in a man who pronounced it “pwofit.” 

“Aire you the guy who bou^t that thmg?” Inspector Queen 
exclaimed- "Paid all that loot for a hunk of old canvas and 
a few francs’ worth of paint?” 

“Don’t tell us what you got it for, Johnny,” EUery said. 
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“I can’t retain figures like that I suppose you re going to ^ti- 
vert It into a dartboard for your game room, or something 


equally kicky?” 

Marsh signaled for the waiter. “You’ve been listening to 
Johnny’s detractors Another round, please. He really knows 


“I really do,” Benedict said, pronouncing it “weally.” “So 
help m-me Ripley. I’d like you to see my c-collcction some¬ 
time ” He added pohtely, “You, too. Inspector Queen.” 

“Thanks, but mclude me out,” the Inspector said “My 
son calls me a cultural barbarian. Behmd my back, of course. 
He’s too well brought up to say it frontwards.” 

“As for me, Johnny,” Ellery said, scowlmg at pater, *T 
don’t beheve I could bear it. I’ve never quite adjusted to the 


unequal distribution of wealth.” 

“How about the unequal distnbution of brams?” Benedict 
retorted “From what IVe read about you and the Glory Guild 
case, not to m-mention all those other mental miracles you 
bnng off, you’re a second cousm of Emstem’s ” Somethmg 
m Ellery’s face drove the banter from Benedict’s voice. “Have 
I said s-somethmg?” 

“Ellery’s fagged,” his father said quickly. “The Guild case 
was a tough one, and just before that he’d been on a round- 
the-world research tnp m some far-out places where there’s 
no charge for the bedbugs or trots, and that took the starch 
out of his hide. As a matter of fact, I’ve some vacation time 
commg, and we were thinking of takmg off for a couple of 
weeks of peace and quiet somewhere ” 

“Ask Johnny,” Marsh said “He knows all the places, espe¬ 
cially the ones ^at aren’t listed ” 

“No, thanks,” Ellery said. “Not Johnny’s places ” 
‘You’ve got the w’ong idea about me, Ellery,” Benedict 
protested. “What’s today?” 

“Monday.” 

“No, the date ” 


‘March twenty-third.” 

‘Well, just before I flew to London—on the nineteenth ^ if 
you want to check—I was m Valencia for the Festival of St 
hiseph. W-wild? Before that I attended the Vienna Sprmg 
Farr, and before that—the third, I think—I was in Tokyo for 
me dome festival. How’s that? C-cultural, wouldn’t you say? 
Non-wastrel? Al, am I braggmg again?” 

“Brag on, Johnny,’’ Marsh said “That kmd of self-puff 
helps your image God knows it can use help ’’ 

lest Sf elatora^ ^ thinking o£ something 

‘Fresh air, long walks, fishmg,’’ Inspector Queen said. 
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"Ever go fishing, Mr. Benedict? I mean m a moimtam stream 
all by your lone, with a rod that didn’t cost three hundred 
dollars? The simple pleasures of the poor, that’s what we’re 
after.” 

“Then you may call me Doc, Inspector, because I have just 
the prescription for you both.” Benedict glanced at Marsh. 
“Are you with it, Al?” 

“Ahead of you,” Marsh chuckled. “A rowboat gets you a 
cabm cruiser Ellery doesn’t know.” 

^ “Know?” Ellery said “Know what?” 

“I own a place up m New England,” Johnny Benedict 
said, “that very few people are aware I h-have Not a bit 
doggy, plenty of w-woods, an impoUuted stream stocked with 
you name it—and I’ve fished it with a spruce pole I cut and 
trimmed myself. Inspector, and had splendid luck—and a 
guest cottage about a quarter of a mile from the mam h-house 
that’s as private as one of d-dear An’s deals It’s all terribly 
heimisch, Ellery, and I know you and your f-father would 
enjoy it. You’re welcome to use the cottage for as long 
as you like I give you my oath no one will bother you.” 
“Well,” Ellery began, ‘T don’t know what to say. . . 

“I do,” the Inspector said promptly. “Thank you!” 

“I mean, where m New England?” 

Benedict and Marsh exchanged amused glances again 
“Smallish town,” Benedict said ‘Doubt if you’ve heard of 
It, Ellery Of no c-consequence whatsoever WightsviUe ” 
“Wightsville?” Ellery stopped, “Wrightsville? You, Johnny? 
Own property up there?” 

“For years and years.” 

“But I never knewl” 

“Told you. I’ve kept it top-hush Bought it through a 
dummy, just so I could have a place to let my hair d-down 
when I want to get away from it all, which is oftener than 
you’d t hink- ” 

‘Tm sorry, Johnny,” Ellery said, beatmg his breast ‘Tve 
been an absolute stinker.” 

“It’s modest—^bourgeois, m fact Down my great-grand¬ 
father’s alley. He w-was a carpenter, by the way.” 

“But why Wnghtsville, of all places?” 

Benedict grinned. ‘You’ve advertised it enough ” 

“Well, I swan. Wnghtsville happens to be my personal 
prescnption for what periodically ails me ” 

“As if he didn’t know,” Marsh said “He’s followed your 
adventoes, Ellery, the way Marcus Antonius followed 
^esar’s Johnny’s especially keen on your Wnghtsville yams. 
Keeps checking them for mistakes ” 

“This, gentlemen, is gomg to be the resumption of a beau- 
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tiful fncndship,” Ellery said "You sure we wouldn’t be put¬ 
ting you out, Johnny?" , 

They v/ent through the time-honored ritual of protest ano 
reassurance, shook, hands all around, and that cv'cnmg a 
messenger brought an envelope that contained tv/o keys and a 
scribbled note. 


"Dear Sour-Puss. The smaller ley is to the guest house. 
The other unlocks the main house, in ease >ou vant to get in 
there for somclhing—grub, booze, clothing, whales cr, it’s al- 
v/ays stoclcd (So is the guest house, by the way, though not 
Eo bountifully) Use anything you need or s\ant from either 
place Nobody’s up there now (I have no Iivc-in caretaker, 
though an old character named Moms Hunker comes out from 
tov/n occasionally to Iccp an eye on things), and )udginc from 
the foul mood you were m today you need all the healing 
solitude my retreat m WnghtsviUc can provide. Bonne clionce, 
and don’t grouch your old man—he looks as if he can use 
some peace, too. 

Fondly, 

Johnny 


P.S I may come up there soon myself. But I won’t bother 
you Not unless you want to be bothered.’’ 

The Queens set down at WrightsviUe Airport a few minutes 
past noon the next day. 

'I^e trouble with Wnghtsville— and Wnghtsville had devel¬ 
oped Rouble, in Ellery’s view—was that it had perfidiously 
Kept step With the twentieth century. 

Where ^ favorite small town was concerned Ellery was 
conservative, practically a reactionary He was 
the night band concerts m Memonal Park, with 

chirpmg tweet-tweet like 
conscious mris ® bned with gawky boys oglmg self- 

in their tt^-nwt outlymg farms m town 

With the black red f Saturday the marketmg day, 

Vmage down anlttgh 

round), WI& Square (which was 

the Hollis HoteF ^o-story buildings (except for 

matical center tme SSSd ^ts mathe- 

who had founded WngSle 
f 1701~a bronze stam^^g 

.festooned wtth so many bud dfoppu.gs’S^^ked iSfaTodem 
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sculpture, and at its feet a trougb which had watered half a 
dozen generations of Wnghtsville horseflesh. The Square was 
like a wheel with five spokes leading from its hub State 
Street, Lower Main, Washington, Lincoln, Upper Dade; the 
grandest of these being State with its honor guard of century- 
old trees, the repository of the gilt-domed red-brick Town 
Hall and the County Court House building (how many times 
had he walked up the alley to the side entrance that opened 
into the WrightsviUe police department'), the Carnegie Li¬ 
brary across the street (where it was still possible to find 
boofe by Henty, Richard Hardmg Davis, and Joseph Herges- 
heimerl), the Chamber of Commerce building, the Wnghts¬ 
ville Light & Power Company, and the Northern State Tele¬ 
phone Company; and far from least, at the State Street 
entrance to Memorial Park, the Our Boys Memonal and the 
Amencan Legion bandstand About the Square m those days 
had been displayed some of the finest fruit of Wrightsville’s 
heritage—the tmy gold John F. Wnght, Pres on the dusty 
windows of the WrightsviUe National Bank, the old Bluefield 
Store, the “Minikin Road” on the street marker visible from 
the comer window of the Bon Ton, and half a dozen other 
names passed down from the founding famUies. 

Upper Whisthng Avenue, which crossed State Street a block 
northeast of the Square, led up to HiU Drive, where some of 
the oldest residential properties had stood (even older ones, 
great square black-shuttered clapboard affairs, most gone to 
pot even m EUery’s earhest acquamtance, occupied the farther 
reaches of State Street). Upper Dade ran northwest up to 
North Hfll Drive, which had been taken over by the estates 
of WrightsviUe’s nouveaux nches (a nouveau riche, in the 
view of the Wnghts, Bluefields, Dades, Granjons, Minikins, 
Livingstons, et al, being anyone who had made his pile after 
the administration of Rutherford B Hayes). 

Most of this was gone The store fronts of the Square were 
like the fagades of the commercial buildmgs frontmg Ventura 
Boulevard in the San Feraando^VaUey runnmg out of HoUy- 
wood, one of EUery’s favorite abominations—^lofty modern¬ 
isms in ^lass, stucco, redwood, and neon absurdly dwarfing 
the^ mean httle stores that cowered behind them The Hollis, 
which risked a new marquee just before World War H, had 
recklessly undertaken a complete face-lift, coming out con¬ 
temporary and (to his mind) disgusting The New York 
Department Store and the Hi^ ViUage Pharmacy had van¬ 
ished, and the Bon Ton had taken over the entire phnth 
between Washington and Lincoln Streets and rebuilt from the 
ground up what to EUery’s sickened eye was a mimature 
Korvette’s. The Atomic War Surplus Outlet Store was of 
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course no more, and the eastern arc of the Squarcuas almos 

3,11 QCW^ 

On the high ground to the north, matters,were even wonc. 
Lovely old Hill Dnve had fallen before the invading de¬ 
velopers (a few houses had been saved, after a lasl-ducn 
battle by the Landmarks Commission of the Wrightsvillc 
Historical Society, as “histone sites”); the old HiU grandeur 
was today a solid rank of high-rise apartment buildings, 
frowning down on the town below like concentration 
guards Many of the extensive estates on North Hill Drive had 
been sold and the section rezoned for one-acre stands of 
raiddle-mcome private homes Wrightsville’s humbler suburbs 
mushroomed to beyond the airport, where whole new com¬ 
munities with regional monickers like New Village and Ma¬ 
hogany Acres had sprouted. At least thirty-five farms EUcry 
had known and cherished were extinct There were new fac¬ 
tories by the dozen, chiefly neat little plants by the wayside 
making electronic parts on subcontract to the giants working 
for the Department of Defense Even Twm Hills and Sky 
Top Road, to which the well-to-do had inevitably fled, were 
heguming to grow tentacles 

And most of the old families had withered away, or the 
culls of their descendants had given up, hacked off their roots, 
and rerooted elsewhere 

Still, to Ellery it was WrightsviIIe The cobbled streets of 
Low Village remained, the poor being America’s last care¬ 
takers of old things. The WiUow River that serviced the mills 
ran as yellow and red and turquoise as ever without noticeable 
effect on the immortal old wiUows and alders on its banks 
that sucked on its poisonous brew A1 Brown’s Ice Cream 
Baxlor and the refaced WnghtsviUe Record building on Lower 
Main oS the Square stood their ground And the surroundmg 
hillsides still beamed hemgn, with the muscular Mahoganies 
beyond promismg to withstand any onslaught of man except 
a saturation attack by hydrogen bombs, which was unlikely, 
Wrighteville being too unimportant (the town kept reassuring 
itself) in the scheme of thmgs 

So, to Ellery’s eye, WrightsviIIe with all its flaws was a 
stiil-viable Shangn-la 

He hired a Cougar at the car-rental agency in the airport 
and the Queens, gladly gulping lungfuls of genuine air, drove 
out to Benedict’s hideaway. 

From the way Benedict had talked Ellery expected a dilet¬ 
tante twenty or thirty acres They found instead a two- 
hundred-acre spread of timber, water, and uncut pasture 
halfway between WnghtsviUe and Shinn Comers, in a farmed- 
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out section of the valley where it began to creep up into the 
northwestern hills. The property was barred off by tall steel 
fencing and posted against hunting, fishing, and trespassing 
generally, m large and threatening signs bolted to the fence 

“Used to be all dairy farms out this way,” Ellery com- 
plamed as he got out to open the mam gate “The sweetest 
herds you ever saw.” 

“Well, don’t blame Benedict,” his father said. “They were 
probably given up before he bought them out Small farms 
are gomg out of busmess all over New England ” 

“Still,” Ellery carped, and he got back mto the car with 
a slam. 

The dirt road took them past the mam house, which was 
a few hundred yards m from the entrance, apparently one of 
the ongmal farmhouses of the property, a spready old two- 
story clapboard, with half a dozen chimneys, that appeared to 
house twelve or fifteen rooms A quarter of a mile farther m 
they came to the guest house, a five-room Cape Cod-type 
cottage with a recent look. It lay deep m the woods, m a 
glade that had been hacked out to let the sun through. As 
they got out of the Cougar they heard a brook that seemed to 
be m a hurry and was makmg a great deal of noise about it 

“Sounds as if we could cast a Ime nght out of the bedroom 
wmdow,” the Inspector said “Man, what a way to live!” 

“If somebody else bakes the bread,” Ellery said sourly. 

“Ellery, what m hell is the matter with you?” his father 
cned “If you think I’m gomg to put up with a prima donna 
for two weeks . . I We’d better have this out right now It 
was plam damn decent of your friend to offer you this place. 
The least you can do if you feel like beUyachmg is keep it 
to yourself. Or so help me I’ll take the next plane back to 
New Yoikl” 

It was a long time smce Inspector Queen had talked to 
him that way, and it so astounded Ellery that he backed off 
and shut up. 

They found the inside of the cottage as heimisch as Bene¬ 
dict had advertised No Park Avenue decorator had been 
at work here The furmture—^Ellery checked the labels— 
came from A. A Gilboon’s m Hjgh Village, and the house¬ 
hold fixtures and hardware had been purchased at Clmt Fos- 
dick’s or Hunt & Keckley’s, or both “Bon Ton” was written 
all over the rest It was a homely, cheerful httle place that 
was long on chmtz, “peasant” ware, and rag rugs, and had a 
fireplace m the livmg room that made his palms itch for the 
poker. The shelves held books; there was a stereo and a col¬ 
lection of cartridge tapes, and, tucked away in a corner as if 
to say there was no law requiring its use, a portable color TV. 
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The Inspector volunteered to unpack and get them settied 
while Ellery drove down into town to supplement the laroer. 
They had found plenty of steaks, chops, and poultty in me 
freezer and a generous supply of canned goods, but tney 
needed perishables—^milk, bread, butter, eggs, fresh fruit ana 

vegetables. . 

“Pick up something, too, son,” the Inspector saio, ai 
what’s-his-name’s. Dune MacLean’s. Rye, Scotch, vodka, any- 
thmg to warm the bones.” 

“Unnecessary ” Ellery waved “You missed that retract¬ 
able bar m the livmg room, dad. It’s stocked with everything 
from absmthe to Zubrovka ” 

He passed up Logan’s Market on Slocum between Upper 
Whisthng and Washmgton—he was known there—m favor of 
the supermarket across the street, where he imght expect to 
go unnoticed As it was, he had to avert his face to avoid 
two women he thought he recognized The trip mto town 
depressed him further, the changes were too numerous and, 
to his eye, aU for the worse He was glad to get back to the 
cottage, where he found his father m slacks and an open- 
neck shirt loUmg before a fire with a glass of brown waters m 
his fist. 

“Yes, snee,” the Inspector said happily, “this is the hfe.” 

The old man gave Ellery his head He neither pushed 
nor pulled, contentmg himself with a suggestion here or there 
and saymg nothing if EUeiy begged off. On Wednesday the 
Inspector spent most of the day fishmg (m spite of Benedict’s 
boast about cuttmg his own spruce pole, the old man found a 
roomful of sportmg equipment that mcluded some superb 
rods) and hauled m a mess of gorgeous trout for then dinner. 
Ellery spent that day on his spine’s end, listenmg to Mozart 
and Bach, with a fflip of Tijuana Brass, and occasionally 
snoozmg off. That night he slept the mght through without 
benefit of sleepmg pill or a dream he could recall on awaken- 
ing~his first unbroken sleep in weeks, he had been livmg on 
nightmares. On Thursday the Queens explored the property,, 
trampmg over most of Benedict’s two hundred acres and 
coming back ravenous, they devoured a couple of prodigious 
steaks EUeiy charcoal-broiled on the backyard barbecue along 
with some husky baked potatoes topped with his favorite 
sour cream and chives The Inspector pretended not to notice 
tliat Ellery polished his plate—the old man had not seen htm 
finish a dinner for weeks 

EUcxy' had just turned on the dishwasher when he was 
startled by a jarring buzz It seemed to come from what 
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looked like an intercom He snatched the receiver and said, 
“Who the devil is this?” 

“Johnny," Benedict’s voice said “How’s the patient?" 
“Johnny*^ I’m 311 st beginning to unlax ’’ Had Benedict fol¬ 
lowed him up? “Oh, I see, this thing is hooked up to the mam 
house Two-way?” 

“Yes. Ellery, I know I promised not to b-bother you—’’ 
,“When did you get m?” 

“Late this afternoon Look, there’s s-something I have 
to tell you Is it all right if I walk down and palaver for 
a mmute?” 

“Don’t be a horse’s patoot ’’ 

Ellery hung up and went to the bedroom the Inspector 
was using The old man was just gettmg into his pajamas 
“Dad, Benedict’s here Wants to t^ to us Or to me 
He’s coming over from the mam house now Do you want to 
sit in on this‘>” 

They looked at each other. 

‘You sound mysterious,” Inspector Queen said 
“I’m not lookmg for trouble, you and God beheve you 
me,” Ellery said “But there’s a smell about this ” 

“All nght But I hope you’re wrong, son ’’ 

Ten mmutes later Ellery admitted a preoccupied Johnny-B 
—^preoccupied, and somethmg more Worried? Whatever it 
is, Ellery assured himself, I’m staymg out of it with both feet 
“Come m, Johnny ” 

“Forgive the pajamas and robe, Mr Benedict,” the In¬ 
spector said “I had a strenuous day pacing off your property. 

I was just going to bed ” 

“Drink, Johnny*^” 

“Not just now, thanks ” Benedict sank into a chair and 
looked around His smile was perfunctory Something was 
wrong, all right The Queens did not glance at each other. 
“Like it up here?” 

“I want to thank you properly, Johnny. I’m really be¬ 
holden This IS exactly what I needed.” 

“Ellery and me both,” the Inspector said 
Benedict’s fine hand fluttered. Here it comes, EUery 
thought “Ellery'^” 

‘Yes, Johnny ” 

“What I want to tell you. I’m h-havmg guests this w-week- 
end ” 

“Oh?” 

“No, no, I’m not booting you out* They’ll all stay at the 
mam house Acres of room there. A1 Marsh is due up to¬ 
morrow, and Al’s secretary—^girl named Susan Smith —is 
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coming Saturday evening Also due tomorrow—” Benedict 
hesitated, made a face, and shrugged “—my three exes.” 
“Ex-wives?” 

“Ex-wives ” 

Excuse me for gawking, Johnny What is this, Home- 
commg Week?” 

The Inspector decided to improve on the light note “J’vc 
always read what an interesting life you lead, Mr. Benedict, 
but this IS ndiculous!” 

They all laughed, Benedict weakly “I wish it were as 
tmy as that Well The point is, I don’t want you people 
o e in any way discombobulated There’s nothing social or 
nostalgic about this get-together. Strictly b-busmess, if you 
know w-what I mean ” 

expLnadon right, Johnny. You don’t owe us an 

thinkmg I’m an Indian giver. You 
won t be disturbed, I give you my w-word ” 

Lfi! seemed so unnecessary that EUcry had to fight down 

^ ft® Harvard Yard, 

Johnnv-P about 

me But ha ft thought the mvitation genu- 

me But had Benedict had an ulterior purpose .? 

sepmZJ^h Benedict stopped talking He 

preSmg «S^°ce hecZe fl 

now, Elle^^^No°T’l?^m ^ think I’ll take that drink 

and’activated the bar It ^ of Se^rofIt jumped up 

of the wall. He poured himsSf a stS °"i 

when he came back hf> Scotch on the rocks and 

of both ofTou I hat^ abruptly, “I have a favor to ask 

but th« ™e mve to ‘ I to't know why . . . 

spe^^LdTsSlmg'^^TOtVe o^r’ ft® ft- 

KldX ^ p^?trr,;as'“Stt£n‘ 

STdffly chfll?onrto'’Hl“ testament” He 

sounded like a sentence in a Ellery s sensitized ears it 

pockets “I’ve simply am to Benedict felt his 

“May I borrow yoxZ I 

y UTS, Bhery? He stooped over the coffee 
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table “Ill sign this and date it, and I ask you b-both to 
w-witness Will you?” 

“Naturally ” 

“Of course, Mr. Benedict” 

They noted how he concealed the holograph text with his 
forearm as he wrote When he was finished he flapped the 
sheet over so that only the bottom lay exposed He indicated 
where the Queens were to sign, and they did so He returned 
Ellery’s pen, produced a long envelope, folded the will, slipped 
it mto the envelope, sealed it hesitated, and suddenly offered 
it to Inspector Queen 

“Could I ask you to k-keep this for me, Inspector? For a 
short w-while*?” 

“Well . sure, Mr Benedict ” 

“I don’t blame you for lookmg kind of puzzled,” Benedict 
said in a hearty way “But there’s no big deal about this. 
Marsh is gomg to draw up a formal will for me over the 
weekend—^that’s why his secretary is commg—^but I wanted 
somethmg down on paper m the meantime ” He laughed, it 
seemed forced “I’m gettmg to the age when life looks more 
and more uncertam. Here today and here tomorrow— 
m-maybe Right?” 

They laughed dutifully, and when Benedict finished his 
Scotch he said good mght and left He seemed relieved. 

Ellery was not He shut the front door carefully and said, 
“Dad, what do you make of all that?” 

“A lot of question marks ” The Inspector stared at the 
blank envelope in his hands “With the money he’s got—and 
lawyers like Marsh—it’s a cmch he’s had a formal will prac¬ 
tically from birth So this thing he wrote out in lon^liand 
that we ]ust witnessed supersedes the previous one ” 

“Not merely supersedes it, dad,” EUery said “Changes it, 
or why a new will at aU? The question is, what does it change 
It from, and what does it change it to?” 

-“Neither of which is your business,” his father pomted out. 
“This obviously mvolves his ex-wives,” Ellery murmured, 
he was back at his pacmg, the Inspector noted uneasily. 
Busmess weekend . No, I don’t care for the smell of 
this” 

“I can see I’ll have to put off that shuteye for a while ” 
The Inspector went to the bar. “I think you can use one, 
son What’ll It be?” 

“Nothmg No, thanks ” 

“Who are the lucky ladies?” 

‘mat?” 

‘The women he married Do you know?” 

“Of course 1 know The Benedict Saga’s always fascmated 
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me His first wife came out of a chorus line in Vegas. A 
bosomy redhead named Marcia Kemp, a scxpot who was 
thick with some really tough characters until Johnny plucked 
her out of the state and made an honest woman of her.” 

“Marcia Kemp ” The old man nodded “I remember now. 
That one lasted—^how long was it? Three months?” 

“Closer to four Mrs Benedict number two was Audrey 
Weston, a blonde with acting ambitions who didn’t have the 
talent to make it on Broadway or m Hollywood. She gets a 
small part now and then, mostly in TV commercials But 
Johnny evidently thought she was Oscar or Emmy material— 
for five or six months, anyway ” 

‘And number three?” the Inspector asked, sipping his 
Chivas 

‘Number three,” Ellery said, *T have particular reason 
to recall He was still pacmg “Alice Tierney The reason I 
paid social attention to Alice Tierney is that I’d read she 
WnghtsviUe One of the columnists Naturally 
nat titiU^ed me, although the name Tie'mey was unfamiliar 
o me Or maybe that’s why Anyway, it seems that this 
girl—m her news photos a rather plain-looking 
a trained nurse Johnny ran his Maserati or 
w r o® a country road—it must have 

s^ Wnghtsvdle somewhere, though the piece didn’t 

theTtS^ T ^^®tch at his ‘country home,’ 

house here Tf ^ realize now must have been the mam 

It which k Came mto the stones I missed 

hisSeld ^ paid one of 

here out of <luos to keep the WnghtsviUe hideaway 

ora sTeel n Nurse Tierney was hired 

enforced nroximitv t ° famous patient, and 

^eSnaSv ° ^ weeks, even a plam 

usud Benedict-tvne Johnny could resist After the 

That lasted the^ngLt^Sl?e Tierney girl 

'=8?Uy “ed a mo“h o“o ago 

blond actress \ bmn^e°^?^ ^ York no-talent 

Inspector miied smaU-town nurse,” the 

common” ^ if *ey have much m 

“Oh7on^o?tW S^lSle^ ^omcn Amazons ” 
Mount Everest Must give shootmg for 

power, like when they S behiSrthr® Benedict a sense of 
car” ^ oeiund the wheel of a souped-up 

to r^'^LiuprS’sexS ^ Srm “I’ll have 

upie ot sex-and-psychiatry books appropn- 
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ately marked . . And he’s asked all three up for the week¬ 
end, along with his lawyer, for a change of wiU—or at least 
he says so—and he’s kind of nervous about it all. You know 
something, dad?” 

“What now?” 

“I don’t like it One bit ” 

The Inspector brandished his ^ass “And you know what, 
sonny? You’re gomg to quit this racing up and down like that 
road runner in the commercials and you’re gomg to sit down 
here and watch the Thursday night movie —right now and 
this weekend you’ll keep your schnozz strictly out of your 
fnend Benedict’s affairs —whatever they arel” 

Ellery did his best, which faltered only once On Fnday 
evenmg after dmner he felt the healthful need to walk 
Makmg an instant diagnosis, the Inspector said, “I’ll join you ” 
When they got outdoors Ellery turned m the direction of the 
hunted like a yellow hound dog His father seized the quiver- 
mg paw “This way,” he said firmly “We’ll go listen to the 
music of the brook ” ‘Toetry really doesn’t become you, dad 
If I’d wanted to commumcate with Euterpe I’d have used 
the stereo,” “EUery, you’re not gomg down to that house!’^ 
‘Tlow come on, dad I’m not gomg to barge m on them or 
anythmg like that” “Damn it all to heUI” shouted the old 
man, and he stamped back mto the cottage 

WTien Ellery got back his father said anxiously, ‘'Well?” 
“Well what, dad?” 

“What’s gomg on down there?” 

‘T thought you weren’t mterested ” 

“I didn’t say I wasn’t interested I said we oughtn’t to get 
involved ” 

“House IS lit up like Times Square No sounds of girlish 
laughter, however It can’t be much of a party ” ' 

The Inspector grunted “At least you had the sense to turn 
around and come back ” 

But they were not to remain unmvolved A few minutes 
past noon on Saturday—the old man was about to lie down 
for a nap—^there was a knock on the door and Ellery opened 
it to a very tall blond girl with the bony structure and 
empty face of a fashion model 

*‘I’m Mrs Johnny Benedict the Two,” she said in a drawl 
that sounded Method-Southern to Ellery’s ears 
"Of course You’re Audrey Weston,” Ellery said 
“That’s my professional name May I come m?” 

Ellery glanced at his father and stood aside The Inspector 
came forward quickly “I’m Richard Queen,” he said. He 
had always had an eye for pretty guls, and this one was 
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prettier than most, although in a blank sort of way Her face 
looked as if it had been stamped out of a mold, hkc a doll’s, 
“Inspector Queen, isn’t it? Johnny’s told us you two were 
staymg at the guest cottage—practically threatened to knock 
our heads together if we didn’t leave you alone So, of course, 
here I am ” She turned her gray, almost colorless, eyes on 
Ellery “Aren’t you gomg to offer me a drink, dahlmgV’ 

She used her eyes and hands a great deal. Someone had 
evidently told her that she was the Tallulah Bankhead tj'pc, 
and she had never got over it. 

Ellery gave her a Jack Darnel and a chair, and she leaned 
back with her long legs crossed and a long cigaret smoldering 
m the long fingers with the long fingernails that held the glass 
She was dressed in a floppy silk blouse m fashionably wild 
wlors and a calfskm skirt that was more mmi than most, to 
her cost, for it revealed shanks rather than thighs A match¬ 
ing leather jacket was draped over her shoulders “And aren’t 
you wondermg why I disobeyed Johnny?’’ she drawled. 

1 was sure you’d get around to it. Miss Weston,’’ Ellery 
^id smihng “I ought to teU you nght off that I’m here with 

ipmc kind mvitation to get away from prob¬ 

lems This IS a problem, isn’t it?’’ 

^Inspector began 

"" missmg,” Audrey Weston said 
the Inspector said “A dress?’’ 

“Gone ’’ 

“Stolen?” 

to hear about it, dahlmg?” 

Well As long as you’re here . ” 

an Ohrbach^nv ^ bundle It’s all black sequins, 

illegal back and ^ V fro ongmal, with an absolutely 

I Xt It baSt w bel-navel And man, 

gown like that At least I don’f”^^° don’t just mislay a 

When did you^seeniSt?”^™^^^^ explanation. Miss Weston 

With women around^°^d wbp ^Johnny likes formahty 

the Roman is yom ex^ Even if 

weekend Prob^fy *^1 of Johnny-B this 

^rmise away As ff he were Ellery tucked the 

There was no case Or was there?^^ Case? Which case? 
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“I iiung it in my closet wlien I went to bed last night, 
and I noticed it hanging there this morning when I dressed. 
But when I came up from brunch to change my outfit the 
evening gown wasn’t hanging there any more I ransacked 
the room, but it was gone ” 

“Who else is staymg at the house?” 

“A1 Marsh, Johnny, of course, and the two other exes, 
that Kemp tramp and Miss Yokel from Wrightsville here, 
Alice Tierney, and what he ever saw in her—I Oh, and two 
characters from town who make like a maid and a butler, 
but they went home last ni^t after they cleaned up. They 
were back this morning and I asked both of them about my 
gown They looked at me as if I were out of my everloving 
mmd ” 

If one of them is Morris Hunker, baby, Ellery chuckled to 
himself, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet 
“Did you ask any of the others?” 

“Where do you think I’m from, Dumbsville? What good 
would that have done, dahling? The one who lifted it would 
only deny it, and the others . . oh, it’s ]ust too embarrassingl 
Do you suppose I could impose on you to, weU, find it for me 
without raismg a fuss? I’d go poking around Marcia’s and 
Alice’s bedrooms, but I’d be sure to get caught, and I don’t 
want Johnny gettmg, I mean thinking, well, you know what 
I mean, Mr Queen ” 

For the sake of the amemties he was willing to concede 
that he did, although m truth he did not As for the Inspector, 
he was watching Ellery like a psychiatrist observing if the 
patient would curl up in fetal position or spring to the attack. 

“Nothmg else of yours was t^en?” 

“No, that was it. Just the gown ” 

“Seems to me,” Inspector Queen said, “either Miss Kemp 
or Miss Tierney borrowed it for some reason, and if you’d 
}ust ask them— 

“I can see you don’t know anything about Paris-type 
gowm, Inspector,” the model-actress drawled “They’re like 
Rembrandts or somethmg They couldn’t wear it without 
givmg themselves away. So why take it? Y’know? That’s why 
It s such a mystery ” 

‘]^w about the maid?” Ellery asked 
hu^ed”^^^ five-foot-two and must weigh two 


ni sw what I can do. Miss Weston,” he said. 

her exit scene seductively and with much cmo- 

aud'a ^ “dahlmgs” 

of leavmg him with the 

t Madame Rochas Perfume for Ladies The moment 
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she was gone the Inspector barked, ‘•Ellery, you’re not going 
to start pokmg around for some stupid evening gown an 
spoil your vacation—and mine!” 

“But 1 3 ust promised—” 

“So you’re unreliable,” the Inspector snorted, settling d 
with the WrightsviUe Record Ellery bad picked up in Hign 
Village 

“I thought you were going to take a nap ” „ + f 

“Who could sleep now? That phony knocked it all out ot 
me Now that’s that, Ellery Understand?” 

But that was not that At thirteen mmutes past one the 
door ealled agam, and Ellery opened to a vision in flesh, 
curves, and genume red hau*—a rather large vision, to be sure. 
She was almost as tall as Ellery, with the build of a back-row 
showgirl long-muscled legs, long dancer’s thighs, and a bust 
of Mansfieldian proportions She was dressed for the greatest 
effect, m bnefs and a halter, with a coat loosely open over all; 
It showed a great deal of her. Her flaramg hair was modestly 
bound m a scarf. 

“Marcia Kemp,” Ellery said 

“Now how m Christ’s name did you know that?” The 
redhead had a deep, coarse. New York voice—from the heart 
of the Bronx, Ellery guessed Her green eyes were glittery with 
anger 

‘TVe had an advance descnption. Miss Kemp,” Ellery said 
with a grm “Come m Meet my father. Inspector Queen 
of the New York City pohee department ” 

“Grandpa, fuzz is just what I need,” the Kemp woman 
exclaimed ‘You’ll never guess what’s happened to me In 
Johnny-B’s own house, mmd youl” 

“What was that?” Ellery asked, ignoring his father’s look. 
“Some creep heisted my wig ” 

‘Your wig?” the Inspector repeated mvoluntarily. 

“My green onel That piece of shrubbery set me back a 
whole hundred and fifty bucks I go down to breakfast this 
morning, or lunch, or whatever the hell it was, and when I 
got back . . no wigl Can you tie that? It left me so goddam 
uptight . I need a shot. Straight bourbon, Queeme baby, 
and lean on it” 

He poured her enough bourbon to make a Kentucky 
colonel stagger She tossed it down as if it were a milk shake 
and held the glass out for more He refilled it This one she 
nursed in her powerful hands 

‘ You last saw this wig of yours when, Miss Kemp?” 

I wore it last mght to dinner along with my green lam6 
eyenmg gown Johnny likes his women to do the dress-up 
1 It was stDl on my dressmg table when I went downstairs 
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ihis morning. When I come back it’s 

1 didn’t know how Johnny hates a wmble Id tear those 
bitches’ luggage limb from limb! Coidd you find it for me, 
Ellery? Hush-hush, like? Without Johnny knowmg? 

“There’s no chance you mislaid it?” The Inspector asked, 

hopefully. ., . 

“Gramps, I ask you. How do you mislay a green vng/ 

“A dress and a wig,” Ellery yapped after he got xid of the 
redhead. “Somethmg missing from each of the first two 
exrWives Is it possible that the third—?” 

“Son, son,” his father said m not entirely convincmg re¬ 
proof “You promised ” 

“Yes, dad, but you’ll have to admit-” 

And mdeed Ellery was looking more like his old self, with 
a near-jaunty bounce to his step and at least a half sparkle in 
his eye that for some time had been missmg altogether. The 
Inspector consoled himself with the thought that it was likely 
one of those pesky htde problems, with the simplest of ex¬ 
planations, that would keep Ellery harmlessly occupied while 
tune and nver washed away the stains left by the Glory 
Guild case. 

So, when at midaftemoon Ellery suddenly said, “Look, 
dad, if there’s any logic in all this, the third one ought to be 
' missmg somethmg, too. I thmk I’ll stroll over . . the In¬ 

spector said simply, “Ill be down at the brook with a rod. 


son. 


Benedict had had a sixty-foot swimming pool built behind 
the mam house It was still covered by a wmter tarpaulm, 
but summer furniture had been set out on the flagstoned 
terrace at the rear of the old farmhouse that he had had laid 
down m the reconstruction, and there Ellery found Alice 
’^mey stretched out m a loungmg chair, sunning herself, 
^e spnng afternoon was warm, with a ^ty httle breeze, and 
her cheeks were reddened as if she had been lying there 
for some time. 

The moment he laid eyes on her Ellery recognized her. 

^ Wn^tsvdle he had had to visit the 
j T occasion, attendmg the object of his visit, 

a Sv w"" uniform—a large girl with 

plam dimensions, and features as 

“Miss cobbles and as agreeable to the eye. 

T ^ ^ suppose you remember me.” 

“You’re the great 

® ^ WnghtsviUe ” ^ 

to a Woug4S^n Sak. '“^“8 


into 


“OU L --Wiia 

'-*n, but I mean it” 
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“You do? Who calls me that?” ,. 

“Lots of people around here ’’ Her cool blue 
mered in the sun “Of course. I’ve heard some say the giu 
comes from the devil, but you’ll find sour-pusscs everywhere 
“That’s probably because of the rise in the crime rate sine 
I began commg here Smoke, Miss Tierney?” 

“Certainly not And you ou^tn’t to, cither. Oh, lUtzi 
There I go again 1 can never forget my training ” 

She was m mousy slacks and jacket that did nothing tor 
her, and he thought her long straight hair style was 
wrong for her face and size But it all tended to dwmdie 
away agamst her general air of niceness, which he suspectCQ 
she cultivated with great care. He could understand 
Johnny Benedict, with his superficial view of women, had 


found so appealmg about her. 

‘Tm so glad you decided to come out of your shell,” Alice 
Tierney went on animatedly “Johnny threatened us with all 
sorts of punishment if we didn’t let you strictly alone ” 

“I’m still not diving back into the drink As a matter of 
fact, I came here for only one reason* to ask what may strike 
you as a pecuhar question ” 

“Oh?” She did seem puzzled “What’s that, Mr Queen?’ 

Ellery leaned toward her. “Have you missed anything 
today?” 

“Missed? Like what?” 

“Something personal Say an article of clothing ” 

‘TSfo 

“You sure?” 


‘Well, I suppose something could be ... I mean I haven’t 
taken inventory ” Alice Tierney laughed, but when he did not 
laugh back she stopped. ‘Y'ou really mean it, Mr. Queen!” 

“I do Would you mmd gomg to your room nght now— 
quietly, Miss Tierney—and checking over your things? I’d 
rather no one m the house knows what you’re about.” 

She rose, drew a breath, smoothed her jacket, then launched 
herself toward the house rather like an oversized missile 
Ellery waited with the patience of a thousand such mter- 
ludes, when a puzzle loomed which gave off no immediate 
meamng, only a promise for the future. 

She was back in ten minutes “That is queer,” she said, 
^ back into the lounge chair. “A pau of my gloves ” 

Gloves? Ellery looked at her hands They were big and 
capable-looking ‘What kind of gloves. Miss Tierney?” 

Tong evening gloves White The only such pan I had 
with me ” . ^ 


"You’re sure you had them.” 

“I wore them to dinner last night.” The red m her cheeks 
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deepened “Johimy prefers his women, to look, oh, untouch¬ 
able, I suppose it’s what it is at bottom He hates slobby- 
gobs ” ^ 

‘White evemng gloves. Is anything else of yours missmg?” 

“Not that I know of.” 

“You checked?” 

“I looked through everything Why m the world should 
someone steal a pair of ^oves? There’s not much use for 
evening gloves in WnghtsviUe, Among the class of people 
who’d steal, I mean ” - 

“That, of course, is the problem. Miss Tierney, I’m gomg 
to ask you to keep this to yourself About the theft, and about 
the fact that I’ve been asking questions.” 

“If you say so, of course ” 

‘‘By the way, where is everybody?” 

gettmg ready to drive over to the airport to pick 
^^sh’s secretary, a Miss Smith. She’s due in at the 
neld at five thirty. Annie and Morris are startmg dmner m 
the kitchen.” 


‘‘Moms Hunker?” 

“Is there more than one?” Alice Tierney grinned. “You 
know Morris, I take It” 

“Oh, yes But who’s Annie?” 

‘Annie Fmdlay.” 

“Fmdlay ... ?” 

brother Homer used to run the garage down on Plum 
‘Sr where High and Low sort of meet” 

Howi^HornSr^^ ^ heaven’s sake. 

bk Tierney said. “Cardiac arrest I closed 

ptJl Emergency Room at WGH six years ago ” 

things^ shaking his head at Old Mortahty. And other 


bad taken the Cougar down into town 
chortling over a find He had stumbled on a 
siorc, new to EUery, which sold fresh fish and shellfish—“not 
^ *^iud you, son, you freeze fish, shellfish especially, 
nn you wind up losmg half the flavor Wait till you see 

^ planned for the menu tonight” 

"What, dad?” 

I said wait didn’t I? Don’t be so nosy ” 

^ What bis father served that evening wsas he said, an 
Irish bouillabaisse,” which EUcrj' found indistmguisliahlc 
^om llic Mediterranean variety except that it had been made 
by an Inshnnm who loft out the saffron—‘can’t abide tint 
>c11o\v stuff,” the chef declared. It was dchciou'^ and EUcn.^ 
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gave it its due But after dinner, when the In*pictor sug¬ 
gested llicy go into town to see “one of those naV cd movies 
(WnghtsviUc had acquired an art cinema). HUcry grew less 
communicative. 

“Why don’t you go see it, dad? I don’t feel much hKc a 
movie tonight, even a naked one.” 

“Sometimes 1 wonderl What’ll you do?’’ ^ 

“Oh listen to some music Maybe get potted on Johnny s 
slivovitz or akvavit or something “ 

“May I live to see the day,” his father grumbled; and, sur- 
prismgly, he took off. 

There’s libido in the old boy yet, Ellery thought, and 
blessed it 

He had no intention of communing with Mozart or the 
three Bs, or the international contents of Benedict's bar. As 
soon as the sound of the Cougar died, Ellery slipped a dark 
jacket over his white turtleneck, rousted a flash from the tool 
room, left several lights burmng m the cottage and a stereo 
cartndge playing, and stole outside 

There was a new moon, and the darkness was as dark 
only as dark can he m WnghtsviUe’s woods He kept his hand 
over the light as he walked up the path toward the mam 
house. There was a rawness to the night; he would have 
welcomed a symphony of peepers, but apparently the season 
was too early or the weather discouraged them, even though 
spring was oflBciaUy a week old If the Inspector had been 
present to ask him what he was domg, Ellery could not 
honestly have answered He had no idea what he was about, 
except that he could not get the three thefts out of his head 
.^d smee they had taken place in Benedict’s house, he was 
drawn there like a flower child to a pot party. 

There was somethmg maddeningly logical about the thefts 
An evening gown, a wig d. la mode, and evening gloves They 
went together like pieces of a jigsaw. The dijQSculty was, when 
t^y w^e assembled they represented nothing The three 
^icles had some value, of course, and, value bemg relative, 

cKi fr reason could not be dismissed as a pos- 

sibihtj^ ^though the monitor who sat deep m Ellery’s brain 

thpv fallible httle head. The obvious reason, that 

^ worn, was even less appealmg if 

Scl^dS onp ex-wives, it meant that she had 

pecuhar nature of 

but some- on® of the ex-wives 
Moms Hunker he eliminated Without a doubt, the old 
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Yankee would not have taken a crust from a sparrow if he 
were dying of hunger. Annie Findlay, of course, was an un¬ 
known quantity to him, and the simple answer might be that 
the roly-poly slecp-out “maid” had been unable to resist the 
glittery gown, the fantastic wig, and the—^to her—^unusual 
gloves But Ellery had understood that, like Hunker, Annie 
hired out for her livelihood to special employers like John 
Benedict, m a small town like this she could hardly have 
indulged a regular weakness for other people’s belongings 
without long smee bemg found out. Besides, hghtfingered 
hired help were practically unknown in WnghtsviUe. No, 
Annie as the culprit just didn’t scan. 

Then who? If it had been a prowler, surely he could have 
found far more valuable and negotiable pickings in the Bene¬ 
dict house than a second-hand gown, a green wig, and a 
pair of women’s evening gloves (undoubtedly soiled). Yet 
the three women had reported nothing else missing And 
certainly if Benedict or Marsh had suffered a loss, he would 
have heard by this time 

It was the kind of trrvial-seemmg pu 22 ile that always drove 
EUery to distraction. 

He cucled the house, choosing his path with stealth. The 
front and the side where the Idtchen and pantry must lie 
showed no hghts; evidently Hunker and the Fmdiay woman 
had cleaned up after dinner and gone home But hghts blazed 
onto the terrace through the French doors Benedict had had 
installed m the livmg room’s rear wall during his reconstruc¬ 
tion of the farmhouse. 

Ellery edged onto the patio, keeping to the shadows 
beyond the hghted area. He chose a position under the 
branches of a forty-year-old pink dogwood tree very near the 
house, from where he could see into the hvmg room without 
being seen The room must be warm* one of the French doors 
was ajar. He heard their voices clearly 

They were all there; Benedict, his ex-wives, Marsh, and 
a grrl who could only be Marsh’s secretary. Miss Smith. The 
secretary was seated at the edge of a sofa, to one side, legs 
crossed, with a pad on her knee and a pencil poised, she 
wore a no-nonsense navy blue skirt of medium length, a 
tailored white blouse, and a white cardigan thrown about her 
shoulders and buttoned at the neck. There was nothing youth¬ 
ful or even womanly about her, her mechamcal makeup 
gave her horsy face a circus precision, she was, m fact, quite 
masculme-lookmg aside from her legs, which were shaped 
well and surprismgly feminine She told Ellery something 
about Marsh A man who would select a Miss Smith for 
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private secretanal chores could be relied on to reserve his 
office hours for business purposes exclusively. 

Two of the ex-wives seemed dressed for a race, m evening 
getups that evoked the yachtman’s starting gun 

Audrey Weston’s blond beauty was offset by black evening 
pajamas and a black crepe tunic, with a broad red satm sash 
tied high above the waist that underscored her breasts, and 
needle-heeled red satin shoes that added inches to her mam- 
mast height, she wore a bracelet of gold links that looked 
heavy enough to secure an anchor, and gold coil eamngs. 

The generally flappy, fuU-canvas effect of Audrey’s outfit, 
^citmg as it was, barely held its own with Marcia Kemp’s. 
The redheaded expatriate from Las Vegas had trimmed down 
to the bme poles; her turquoise evening sheath was so painted 
to her body that Ellery wondered how she was able to sit 
down w^out cracking her hull . . . and, as a corollary, 
Whether Benedict’s wives numbers two and one had put then 

hea^ togeffier m plannmg their racing strategy. Was the 
contest fixed? 


Tierney’s coloring showed darker against 
mteness of her gown and accessones; she looked pure 
and very nearly stnkmg. It was as if she 
her coffid not by natural endowment outshme 

simphaty^^°^^ shrewdly employed a tactic of 

calcUlat^^^®^'® Marcia’s calculated art and AHce’s 
BenSc^c were designed to stir old passions in 

evi^ to the Queen 

charms as ^eli^uc^\? bountiful 

the trio were n^Pd wii ^ ^ general contempt for 

miUionaire bemg so ’fiSS^aW ^ 
pect consistencv nr ^ women, one would ex- 

dmner jacket-?ut noblesse oblige, in the form of a 

diet wi weX^^" Bene- 

Johnny-B, he could Xr^^^S suit—as if, being 

of his ex-wwes It madp the conventions he expected 

hght “ Ellery see his old fnend m a newish 

his curiosity was^^^^e^ e^es^oppmg; he never did when 
withhimseff, (He had long since had this out 

only—as in the practoe ^?“riend it as a general practise, 

experts for lawful^urposes performed by 

to place himself ) ^ ^ which category he felt entitled 

his amval, EUeiy 

tow up for him ■tomorrow.” (So ho*^i ro^foteei^XI 
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Benedicts of the holograph document he had signed in the 
Queens’ presence Thursday mght, and which lay in the 
hospector’s pocket at this moment) 

“But that’s nothmg hut fraud,” Audrey Weston snarled. 
“Fraud?” The redhead from Vegas uttered a four-letter 
word with great sincerity. “It’s murderl” 

Ahce Tierney looked pained. 

“You know, Marcia, your vulgarity is so lacking in 
originahty,” Marsh said from the bar, where he was replenish¬ 
ing his dnnk. ‘I’ll give you this, though, people know just 
where they stand with you at all times ” 

“You want me to give you a personal readmg right now, 
Al?” 


“Heaven forbid, dear heart!” He enveloped his dnnk 
hastily 

EUery found himself bound to his dogwood. Fraud? 
Murder? But then he decided it had been hyperbole 

“Leeches'” Benedict’s sang-froid was gone “You know 
damn w-well what our mamages were. Strictly busmess Con¬ 
tracts with a m-mattress thrown m ” He stabbed at them with 
his arms “Well, I’m finished with that kmd of stupidity!” 

‘TDown, boy,” Marsh said 

“You know our d-deal* The same in each c-case, a thou¬ 
sand a week, payable tiU your remarriages or my death, then, 
on my death, each of you under my will, if still not m-mar- 
ried ”—which wilP —“gets a settlement m a lump sum of one 
m-million dollars ” 


"Yes, but look what we signed away,” Ahce Tierney said 
in a soft and reasonable voice. “You made us sign prenuptial 
agreements m which we had to renounce all dower and other 
claims to your estate ” 


TJnder the threat, if I recall correctly—and, brother, do 
Audrey Weston said caustically, “that if we didn’t 
sign, the mamage was off ” 

“Sweetie,” Marcia Kemp said, “that’s the great Johnny-B’s 
style ” 


Marsh laughed “Still, girls, not a bad deal for leasing 
Johnny the use of your bodies, impressive as they are, for a 
few months ” He had made too many trips to the bar, there 
Was the shghtest slur to his speech and a stiffness to his smile 
Impressive is as impressive does—^nght, Al?” Benedict 
brandished a hand graceful as a dagger. “The p-pomt is, pets, 
I ve been thmking a great many thmgs over, and Fve decided 
that With you three specimens I didn’t get ray m-money’s 
worth So I’ve changed my mmd about the whole bit Be¬ 
sides, fere’s a new clement m the plot I’ll get to in a m-min- 
ute I’m having Al wnte my new w-will tomorrow, as I told 
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you, and you can be n-mce about it or not, it’s all the s-same 
to me ” 

“Hold on, dahlmg!” Tallu was back “You can’t change a 
settlement just like that, you know A girl scorned has some 
rights m Uncle Sam country!” 

“I do believe you didn’t read the f-fine prmt, Audrey,” Ben¬ 
edict said “The agreements m no case made your renuncia¬ 
tion of dower nghts and other claims agamst my estate c-con- 
tmgent on what I chose to leave you m my will Read it agam, 
Audrey, will you? You’ll save yourself an attorney’s fee. 
Right, Al?” 

“Right,” Marsh said “Also, the agreements and the will 
they’re attached to were m no way affected by the decrees ” 

“And if I want to change my mmd about those three mil¬ 
lions, there’s not a b-bloody thin g you can do about it ” Ben¬ 
edict displayed his teeth “I assure you that what we’re plan- 
nmg IS p-perfectly legal Anythmg that might be iffy—well, 
I’ll match my beagle agamst yours on any track m the land ” 

“Wuff,” Marsh said 

“In other words, buster,” and the redhead showed her teeth, 
“you’re gomg to the muscle.” 

“If I must ” 


the ex-nurse said “Jo hnn y^ you gave 


“But you promised,’ 
me your word ...” 

“Nonsense ” 

Marcia had been thinkmg She ht a cigaret. “All right, 
Johnny, what’s the new deal?” 

I’ll contmue to p-pay each of you a thousand per week 
until you remarry or I d-die, but the milhon-apiece lump-sum 
payoff on my death, that’s out” 

Marcia spat one word “Why?” 

b-busmess,” Benedict said, 

out I m gettmg mamed again.” 

“You’ve got to be kiddmg,” Audrey cned ‘Wou catch a 

every spnng, Johnny, like a cold What’s 
gettmg remarried got to do with anythmg?” 

dolU“^Tjokmg'’Lto 

d-different,” Benedict said, smilmg “This 
time, and he stopped smilmg, “I’m m love ” 

but Woiide, who shrieked, “Love? You?” 

sounded by any of them 

Then they all burst mto laughter ^ 

he dron? presto,” the redhead said, “before 

tops whats left of his marbles Listen, bubby, the last 
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thing you were in love with was your mama’s titty What do 

you know about love?” „ , * 4 . 

Benedict shrugged “Whatever it’s called, I ve c-caught it 
I want to settle down—go ahead and smcker! breed a flock 
of kids, lead a normal 1-life No more chick-chasing or mar¬ 
riage quickies My next wife is going to be the last woman 
in my life.” They were roostmg there like three birds on a 
perch, bills gapmg “That’s the m-mam reason behmd this 
move. If Fm going to be the f-father of children, I want to 
secure their future their mother’s. I’m n-not gomg to 

change my mmd about that ” 

“I still say it’s fraud,” the blonde snapped “Or was that 
will you showed me prior to the divorce proceedmg, leavmg 
me a miUion dollars—^was that another con?” 

“If it was, he conned me, too,” Marcia barked “And I say 
it again It’s plam murder to cut us off after we’ve given 
you—” 

“I know, Marcia—the b-best months of your life ” Bene¬ 
dict grinned “You three never would let me finish a sentence 
I was about to announce that this isn’t gomg to be a total 
1-loss to you What’s m-more, you’ll have tiU tomorrow noon 
to decide How f-fair can a fairy god-husband get? Al, d’ye 
mmd? A Black Russian.” 

It was a new one to Ellery, and he watched Marsh busy - 
himself at the bar Marsh blended what appeared to be vodka 
and some coffee liqueur over ice 

“Decide what, Johnny?” Alice asked in a defeated voice 
“Tell you m a mmute. The pomt is, if you three do agree, 
Al makes out my new w-will and that wfll be that ” 

“What—^is—the—deal?” Audrey as Audrey. No stagey 
nonsense now. 

“A thousand a week as at p-present, with the usual hedge 
in case of remarriage, and on my death each of you receives 
one hundred thousand dollars And that’s the end of the 
g-game as far as our foursome is concerned Granted a hun¬ 
dred th-thousand isn’t a million—^thank you, Al—but it’s not' 
exactly b-birdseed, either Even for three rare birds like you 
“So think It over, ladies. If you decide to make a court 
fight of it, I tell you now before w-witnesses the new w-wiU 
tomorrow won’t leave you a red c-cent! I might even change 
my mind about the thousand a week Nighty mght.” 

And John Levering Benedict m dramed his Black Russian 
waved It in their general direction, set the empty glass down’ 

went upstairs to bed as if he had had an active but reward¬ 
ing day. 

Benedict left behind him an atmosphere of anger, frustra- 
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tion, and curiosity, with cunosity dominant on a field of gold. 
“Who is this babe Johnny’s going to marry?” 

“Do you know? You know, goddam itl” 

“Tell us, All Come on . 

The Amazons surrounded Marsh, pushmg their soft plem- 
tude at him 

“Please, guls, not before Miss Smith We run a proper ship 
in the home waters, don’t we, Miss Smith? That’s it for to- 
mght, by the way. You’re on your own Perfectly free to raid 
the kitchen if you want a snack ” 

“Fm on a diet,” Miss Smith said unexpectedly, and the 
lawyer looked surprised Ellery gathered that the personal re¬ 
mark was not characteristic of Miss Smith’s professional be¬ 
havior She shut her stenographic book over the pencil with 
a httle snap “Good mght, Mr. Marsh,” she said emphatic¬ 
ally, and marched upstairs as if the ex-wives had gone back 
into a bottle She had taken down every word uttered in the 
room durmg Ellery’s surveillance 

“I know you know who she is, Al,” Audrey said, shaking 
him playfully 

“Is it that hatcheck broad they say he’s been givmg the 
treatment to lately?” big Marcia wanted to know. 

“He wouldn’t dream of makmg a mistake like that agam, 
dear,” Ahce said smcerely. 

“At least I never sucked blood like you did when he picked 
you up in this outhouse they call a town,” the redhead re¬ 
torted “Bat Girl! Is there anything lower than a blood¬ 
sucker?” 

“Look who’s talkmgl” 

“Come on, Al,” the blonde whinmed, “stop hoggmg the 
sauce I want a drmk, dahimg And shovel us the dirt ” 
Marsh shook them off and walked back to the bar with 
his glass “Mme not to shovel, mme but to do as I’m told 
My advice to you, offered absolutely free, is to accept John¬ 
ny’s offer and be damned to him Turn it down and you’ll 
wmd up like the call gul m the gay bar—I mean to say, girls. 
With a handful of nothmg That hundred thousand per ex is 
the most you’ll ever get out of Johnny, and you’ve got about 
twelve hours to grab for it Think it over You can verbalize 
your pretty httle decisions to me m the morning ” 

You go to hell, dahimg,” Audrey said “What about my 
drink?” 


“Why don’t you go to bed?” 

Theenough. Oh, aU right, I’U get it myself.’ 
The blond actress got up and sauntered to the bar 

You know what you are?” Marcia said to the lawyer it 
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an even voice. “You’re a lousy brown-nose Mix me a Gib¬ 
son, will you, Audrey?” 

“Mix it yourself ” 

‘Y’ou’re a charmer Don’t think I won’t.” The redhead 
joined the blonde at the bar 

“A1 . the brunette from WrightsviUe began. 

‘You v/on’t get any more out of me than they did, Alice. 
Good ni^t ” 

‘You can’t dismiss me as if I were Miss Snuthl Or a child ” 
Alice gave him a cold and thoughtful look on her way to the 
bar 

Ellery was more intent on observing Marsh. Marsh had 
evidently had enough alcohol for the moment, the glass he 
set down was more than half full But he was contmumg to 
smoke full blast He had been chainsmoking menthol cigarets 
ever since Ellery began to eavesdrop, and he was chainsmok¬ 
ing them still Well, Ellery thought, being legal eagle as well 
as companion and confidant to a man like Johnny-B did not 
exactly make for an untroubled existence The Marlboro man 
sittmg his faithful steed might well develop, along with cal¬ 
luses, a neurosis or two Even agoraphobia 

Ellery studied the heavy male features and the big and 
sensitive hands, and he wondered if Marsh had any notion of 
the can of peas his friend and client had so blithely opened 
Marsh’s intelligence had been systematized by his legal train¬ 
ing, surely he must be able to analyze the possibilities Well, 
perhaps not surely He hasn’t had my conditiomng in murder, 
Ellery thought It takes expenence and a soiled mind to think 
of a thing like that 

He slid off the terrace, and on his way back to the cottage 
—^usmg the flashlight sparingly—^Ellery let conditioning take 
charge His thoughts did not provoke, amuse, or engross him 
The exercise, as usual, was futile The trouble with foresee¬ 
ing homicide on the sole ground of past performances was 
that there was no profit in it The victim was never con¬ 
vinced before it was too late for convmcmg, and wammg off 
the potential murderers either spurred them to a more cunning 
crime or planted an unsocial thought where none had been 
The victim, like aU mortals, assumed that he was immortal, 
and the murderer, hke most murderers, that he was mfaUible. 
Against these diseases there was no specific 

It was all very sad and discouraging, and Ellery was grum¬ 
bling away in his sleep before Inspector Queen got back from 
his movie 

It came off on schedule almost as if Ellery had planned it 

He groped for the light-chain at the eruption of the tele- 
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phone, found it, dragged it, blinked at his watch and noted 
the time as 3 03 a M , fumbled about for the phone and found 
that—all before he was really awake But the gasp and heave 
m his ear were hke a wash of seawater. 

“Who IS this?" 

“J-J-J ” 


“Johnny? Is this Johnny?" 

“Yes ” He was haulmg the breath from his lungs as if it 
had weights attached “El ?” 

“Yes, yes, what’s wrong?" 

“Dying " 

“You? Wait! I mean. I’ll be right over.” 

“No . time ” 

“Hang on—’’ 

“M-m-m ” He stopped There was a gurgly sob Then 
Benedict said, “Murder,” m a quite ordmary way 

Ellery said swiftly, "Who, Johnny? Tell me Who did it?" 
This time the dragged-out breath, mterminable 

And Johnny Benedict said distmctly, “Home,” and stopped 
agam 


Ellery found himself irritated Why does he want me to 

Know where he is? I know where he is Or must be At the 

main house Using the extension It made no sense He was 

makmg no sense If he could call me, he could be lucid 

He had no right to be out of his head—^to go this far only 

to tell me he was callmg from home 

“I mean, who attacked you?” 

heard some meaningless sounds It was exasperating 

tn hold on! Who did it?” It was hke trymg 

•^d.dd J" ” He almost said 

daddy instead of the pronoun 

kick ^aTam ^ He was on the “home” 

kss^asfc^UveW time less distmctly, 

tn-intr and more of a stammer Fmally he stopped 

o?hcr^cnd^ IhnZZ ^ ^ defeated thunk! at the 

hun J or somethmg, as if Johnny-B had 

dropped It ^ ^ pleasantly probable, had 

“What IS it, son*^” 

It was^i-i he found himself yawning 

’^ell anrmore 'Hie Inspector did lot sleep 

cnvjronment dist^cd rhythm of his 

■ rjicrs'?’’ 


hnVarfxS''' h^d said 

nd dived for hiv bedroom? y'^hed 
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There’s no hurry, Ellery thought as he humedly pulled on 
his pants Johnny’s gone with the wind he sowed 
Wrightsville stnkes again 


The Cougar covered the quarter mile in nothing flat The 
mam house was dark except for two windows upstairs which 
they took to be m Benedict’s room, the master bedroom 
Ellery jumped out, and the Inspector cried, “Did you remem¬ 
ber to bring that key Benedict gave you?’’ to which Ellery 
replied, “Hell, no, I forgot it Who ever used a key in Wrights¬ 
ville?” and was immediately vindicated, because the front 
door, while it was closed, was not locked 

They ran upstairs The master bedroom door stood open 
Benedict was m puce-colored silk pajamas, a milk-choco- 
late-stnped silk kimono, and Japanese slippers He lay m a 
heap on the floor beside the bed and he looked like a cake 
]ust out of the oven, decorated, and set aside to cool The 
cradle of the telephone was on the nightstand, the receiver 
dangled to the floor There was amazmgly little blood, con- 
sidermg the wounds m Benedict’s head 

The weapon lay on the floor six feet from the body, be¬ 
tween the bed and the doorway It was an oversized, heavy- 
lookmg Three Monkeys sculpture m a modem elongated style, 
cast m iron Both the matenal and the stylistic distortion gave 
Its famfliar “see no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil” homily 
an irony terribly grotesque Neither man touched it. 

“He’s dead, of course,” Ellery said. 

“What do you think?” 

“For the record ” Ellery’s bps were tight, "We’d better 
verify ” 

The Inspector squatted and felt Benedict’s carotid 
“He’s dead What I can’t understand is where he found 
the strength to pick up a phone ” 

“He obviously found it,” Ellery said coldly “The pomt is* 

havmg found it, what did he do with it? Not a damned 
thing'” 

And in an aggrieved way he wrapped a handkerchief 
around his right hand, picked up the receiver, punched the 
utton on the cradle for an outside Ime, and from too, too 

so id memory dialed the number of Wn^tsville pohce head¬ 
quarters 


It s gomg to be some time before Newby gets here,” Ellery 
remarked to his father, replacmg the phone “Which is prob- 
c the dead Maybe we’d better check their carotids, too” 
oKi Inspector growled “Their tune is com- 

^ guests of Johnny’s sleep 

mg Y/hat do you mean ‘just as well’?” 
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“The night desk man, a fellow named Peague—^I’m betting 
he’s related to Millard Peague, who used to have the lock¬ 
smith shop on Crosstown and Foaming—says the chief went 
to a Red Man blast tonight and just got into the sack, so he 
won’t appreciate havmg to get up and come out here The 
mree radio cars on the graveyard tour are all over at Fyfield 
Gunnery School—some students got high on speed or some- 
mmg and they’re wrecking the admmistration building It’s 
developed into a full-scale engagement—state police, patrol 
cars from Slocum as well as Wrightsville—the locals won’t be 
able to get here for hours, Peague says While we’re waiting 
niay as well make ourselves useful ” 

^e Inspector looked doubtful. “I hate cutting in on an¬ 
other cop’s turf ” 

Newby won’t mind The Lord of battles knows we’ve 
ebarged shoulder to shoulder often enough Let’s see if we 
can find any wntmg matenals.” 

“What for?’’ 

Johnny’d have written somethmg in 
phoning—If he could. My hunch is we’ll find 

They found nothmg It gave EUery a smaU satisfaction 
from tuTl O” side of the room 

wivra haf clothing Benedict's ex- 

gOTO Msrmf ^ ^ mssing. Audrey Weston’s black seqmned 
fvenifgtevis Tierney’s white 

enSS^to’^Xongown was long 
greenbut T’“ot only absurdly 

even a pinpoint Of bloodstaL 

the I^Stor^used assault,” 

leave all John^’ squinting “Otherwise why 

Marcia, he’d have left imt had wanted to implicate 

Or Ali4e, lusf^e 

aU three ” leaving all three he implicates 

“But why?” 

IS the question.” 

ft It, Ellery.” 

ed had been slept m; the spread had been neatly 
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folded at the foot, the bottom sheet was v/rmkled, and the 
pillow still showed the depression made by Benedict’s head. 

“He certainly didn’t go to bed with his robe on,” Ellery 
said* “That means something wohe him up, and he jumped 
out of bed and shpped into his robe and shppers So the next 
question is. what disturbed him?” 

“No sign of a struggle,” the Inspector nodded “It’s as if 
the killer didn’t want to spoil the neatness of the room.” 
“You’re gettmg whimsical, dad ” 

“No, I mean it No clothes thrown about, chair as naked 
as a jayburd, and I’ll bet if you look m that hamper you’ll 
find. . . Inspector Queen darted into the bathroom and 
yanked up the cover of the laundry hamper, which was just 
visible from the foot of Benedict’s bed He exclaimed m tri¬ 
umph, “What did I tell you? Shht, socks, underwear—neatly 
deposited before he went to bed.” 

The Inspector came out and looked about “He must have 
been left for dead, Ellery—on the bed or floor—and when the 
killer was gone, Benedict somehow found the moxie to crawl 
to the phone and call you.” 

“Agreed,” Ellery said. “Also, from the absence of a strug¬ 
gle I’m tempted to conclude that Johnny knew his assailant 
Although, of course, it could have been a housebreaker or 
other stranger who jumped him and got in an mcapacitatmg 
blow just after Johrmy got out of bed and put his robe and 
shppers on. That’s one of those alternatives you never quite 
eliminate.” 

“But what did he kill him for?” The Inspector was going 
through the elephant-ear wallet lying on the mghtstand The 
wallet was fat hke the craw of a Strasbourg goose. The Rolex 
watch with the matching bracelet beside the wallet was an 18- 
carat gold, 30-jewel affair that must have set Benedict back 
over a thousand dollars. 

“For money, that’s what for,” Ellery said. “But not the kind 
of goose feed you tote around. I went to bed worrymg about 
ex^tly that What’s this?” 

_ ‘This” was a walk-m. wardrobe closet The Queens walked 
in and routinely took inventory. Hangmg on racks, with the 
neatness of a tailor’s shop, were a dozen or so custom-made 
suits m fabulous fabrics and numerous shades of blue and 
gra^ two summer dinner jackets, one white, the other bur- 
8^dy, a variety of pastel-hued slacks and sports jackets; a 
wnite yachting uniform, hound’s-tooth golf togs, a brown plaid 
untog and fishing outfit; four topcoats, in charcoal gray, 
ig , Smy, garbardme tan, and chocolate; three overcoats, one 
tn ^ collar, another navy blue double-bre^ted, 

me tiurd a casual tan cashmere The shoe racks held dozens 
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of pairs of shoes—conventionals, cordovans, alligators, suedes, 
two-tones, an assortment of boots and athletic shoes, blacks 
grays and tans and oxbloods On an upper 
shelf lay ten hats and caps, from a black horaburg to a severe 
dark brown fedora, through the well-dressed man’s Alpine, 
woodsman, and other sporty styles. An enormous revolving 
mck OTOred a selection of four-in-hand neckties, ascots, bow 
es, ^d scarves m all the basic sohd colors, m combinations, 

^ lu a range of matenals and designs that would not have 
disgraced Sulka’s. 

“Why in God’s name did he need 
all these duds? Wnghtsville, of all places?” 

^ ^u^^eaway,” Ellery pomted out, “where 
entertaining and no visitmg Imagine 

look Se?’ ^ ^ apartments 

^ built-in affair with haberdasher’s draw- 
brnadr-irtt^ custom-made shirts of every descnption: 
tans synthetics; in whites, blues, browns, 

stnne.f^ lavenders, in sohds and m pin- 

^^th dress collars 

Sd including a collection of plaids 

md fa^a^n o^^tdoorsy items, and another of Lied 
^ summer dress shirts. Several 

shirts a sei^on of knitwear. Others held T- 

chiefs fnnptii-i 1 ‘inzens, chiefly of silk, and handker- 

stock of hn«:p ornamental And m one lay a shop-sized 

coSJS^’a^SwT’ ^ combinations And, of 

Pins cufflinVo ^ collection of tie clasps, tack- 

Pix^cuminics, and other essentials of the bureau. 

at 

It was as if he^had puzzle of some sort 

neither what it waa nor whSe Ha^IaM remember 

Benedict’s guMte*” TJm'Ssn ***? Qn^ns went about rousing 
theen-wivSMSb^S”!® a^'“^■^rbed aleep of 


iin 


on tbeWer^S 

bedroom door. Sd^fl^r^^had 
^-re sbe -POnded"“Srtt 
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sleep like the dead,” Miss Smith said—a figure of speech she 
clearly regretted a moment later when he told her why he 
had roused her Prom the noises immediately emanatmg from 
her bathroom, Miss Smith was paying the pnce the three other 
women should have paid but had not, Ellery left her to for¬ 
tify her rebellious stomach 

As far as he and his father could make out, Marcia Kemp, 
Audrey Weston, and Alice Tierney greeted the news of Bene¬ 
dict's violent death with stupefaction They seemed too 
stunned to grasp the implications; there were no hysterics and 
very few questions. As for Marsh, he gaped at the Queens 
from a graymg face, his big hands tremblmg. “Are the police 
here yet?” he asked, and Ellery said, “On their way, Al,” 
whereupon the lawyer sat down on the bed mumbling, “Poor 
old Johnny, what a stinking deal,” and asked if he might have 
a drink. Ellery brought him a bottle and a ^ass; Inspector 
Queen warned the qumtet to remain where they were, each 
m his own room, and took up a sentry post at the door of 
Benedict’s bedroom, and that was all. 

Ellery was downstairs waitmg for Newby when the chief— 
tieless, a topcoat thrown over his uniform—stalked into the 
house. 

Anselm Newby had succeeded Chief Dakin, who personi¬ 
fied law and order in Wnghtsville for so long that only the 
thummg ranks of oldtimers remembered his predecessor, a fat,' 
__spittoon-targetmg ex-farmer named Horace Swayne Dakin, 
who always reminded Ellery of Abe Lincoln, had been the 
old-fashioned small-town incorruptible pohceman, Anse 
Newby was of the new breed, young, aggressive, and scien¬ 
tifically tramed on a city-sized police force. He was a ball of 
fire where Dakin had been a plodder, yet he had had to prove 
himself a dozen tunes over before the town would grudgmgly 
grant that he might be able to fill part of old Dakm’s size-13 
shoes^ Newby’s fate it was to be a small, delicate-appearing 
man in a community where any suspicion of effeminacy was 
hated rather than despised, and in a police chief was consid¬ 
ered a crime in itself He soon disabused the town on this 
score When the rumors reached his ears he tracked them to 
their source, shucked his uniform jacket, and administered a 
scientific beatmg to the offender—who had a six-inch height 
and thirty-five-pound weight advantage—^that was the talk of 
Wnghtsville’s bars for many years. With this demonstration 
of his masculimty Newby had no further trouble with rumor- 
mongers And with his stmgmg voice and eyes of inorganic 
lue, imwinking as mmeral, he tended to grow on people, not 
always pleasantly. 
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“Sorry about this, Chief—” Ellery began, not altogether 
humorously. 

“You’re always sorry about this,” Newby snapped. “I’m 
suggestmg to the First Selectman that he haul arse on up to 
the capital and see if he can’t talk our assemblyman into push- 
mg a biU through the legislature putting WnghtsviUe off bmits 
to anybody named Queen Can’t you set foot in this town 
Without causmg a homicide? I didn’t know you were visitmg, 
or I’d have put out an A P B on you! How are you, Ellery?” 

“I feel as rotten about it as you, Anse,” Ellery said, pump- 
mg the dehcate hand. “Rottener I purposely kept our visit 
quiet—” 

“Our? Who’d you come up with?” 

“My dad. He’s upstairs keepmg an eye on Benedict’s room 
and the body We’re here on a rest cure. On Johnny Bene¬ 
dict’s mvitation.” 

“Father or not, he probably doesn’t know your Wnghts- 
viUe record as weU as I do, or he’d never have come. For a 
cop to take a vacation with you is a busman’s holiday for 
sure And look what Benedict’s invite got him. Well, tell me 
about this one, you hoodoo ” ' 

“Let’s go up.” 

Upstairs, Inspector and Newby shook hands like ad- 
versanes, they had never met But when the old man said, 
‘I hope you don’t mmd our pokmg around while we waited 
fc^ you. Chief I don’t care much myself for police ofiBcers 
who stick their noses into other men’s territory ” Newby 
warmed perceptibly “Mighty lucky for me you were here, 
Inspector,” he said, and Ellery let his breath go 

TXT ^ forty-five mmutes to bnef the 

chief on the marital and testamentary situations 
at had presumably led to Benedict’s murder, while Newby 
exa^ed the body and the premises 

out of bed,” Newby said 
d’ye mind? Fetch those 
^ u°^dy the coroner’s doc to 
don’t havp sack and brmg his tail over here We just 
Insnector ” Tip semp and manpower you’re used to, 

Inspe^torreraa^kS^EUe^^ ^ 

humS^up^^^’ ^ realize Anse was that human,” and 

luS^ncf ^md rehef ^one of^th ® ^ symbiosis of re- 

thc unembelhshed factor been told more than 

i.iiisnea tact of Benedict’s murder, each having been 
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isolated from the others, they had had no opportunitj' to ex¬ 
change speculations or recrimmations or to compare stop^; 
they were all, in the flamboyant word of the times, upti^t 
Even more interesting, the ex-wives tended to cluster together 
where before Benedict’s death they had staked out inde¬ 
pendent temtones in the living room. 

As for Miss Smith, not unexpectedly after her exhibition 
of secretarial aloofness, she showed signs of strain The bout 
with her stomach had left her pale and ill She mewed for a 
brandy, at which Marsh, even m his preoccupation, looked 
astonished And she kept babblmg away in a complaming 
voice, principally to Marsh, as if the predicament in which 
she found herself was all her employer’s fault At least four 
times she whmed, “I’ve never had anythmg to do with a 
murder before,” as if he had dragged her mto something very 
common in his set, until Marcia Kemp tossed her red locks 
and said gnmly, “Oh, for chrissake, shut up," at which Miss 
Smith looked fnghtened, clutched her brandy, and subsided 
“Now look, folks,” Newby said when the Inspector had 
identified the five. “I know darned little about this setup, 
though I guarantee you I’ll know a lot more about it before 
I’m through But as of this minute I have no notion who 
killed Mr Benedict So that’s our fibrst order of business. 
Anybody here got anythmg to tell me that’s gomg to cut our 
work down?” 

No one seemed able or prepared to do so Until finally 
Marsh said in a voice as gray as his face, “Surely, Chief, you 
can’t beheve anyone here had anything to do with Johnny’s 
death?” 


“All right, that formality’s out of the way Anybody hear 
anythmg after getting to bed? An argument, a fi^t? Or even 
3Ust footsteps?” 

No one had Deep sleep had been the order of the mght 
during the penod of the murder (they claimed at first), m 
the mam mduced by bourbon and vodka. Except, again, in 
^^Smith’s case (Miss Smith did not “drink”—she placed 
audible quotation marks around the word The brandy m her 
clutch was for restorative purposes ) 

The ex-Mrs Benedicts, it seemed, had origmally found sleep 
eli^e Freshly bedded, they said, they had been wakeful. 

1 tossed and tossed,” Audrey Weston said “So I thought 
u maybe I did some reading You know.” (Ellery waited for 

hut the blonde seemed to realize that 
t^nief Newby would not take kindly to the endearment ) “I 
came downstairs and got a book ” 

‘mere downstairs. Miss Weston?” Newby asked 
1 nis room. From those bookshelves there,” 
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“Was anybody down here while you were?” 

“No ” 

“How long did you stay?” 

“Just long enough to pick out a book.” 

“Then you went back upstairs?” 

“That’s right ” 

‘How long did you read. Miss Weston, before you tned to 
get to sleep again?” 

“I found I couldn’t The type began swimming before my 
eyes ” 

“Which book was it?” EUery asked 

*T don’t recall the title,” the blonde said haughtily. “Some- 
thmg—^the latest—^by that Roth person.” 

“Philip Roth?” 

“I think that’s his Christian name ” 

“Harry Golden will be dehghted to hear it The title wasn’t 
Portnoy's Complaint, was it?” 

Miss Weston grew haughtier “I’d forgotten ” 

“Miss Weston, if you’d begun Portnoy's Complaint, I don’t 
believe the type woidd have swum before your eyes The fact 
IS you read for some time, didn’t you?” 

“The fact is, dahling,” Audrey Weston spat, ‘T was so ab¬ 
solutely revolted I threw the disgustmg thmg across the room! 
Then I went downstairs for another book, and I got one, and 
started to read that, but that was when the sauce hit me and 
I got very sleepy all of a sudden, so I put out the light and 
the next thmg I knew I was out of this world And don’t ask 
me what the other book was, Mr Queen, because I haven’t 
any recollection It’s stiU in my room if you think it’s im¬ 
portant” 

So you made two tnps downstairs dunng the mght ” 

«iT don’t believe me, that’s your problem ” 

It may well be yours,” Ellery said thou^tfully, and 
stepped back with a wave to Newby “Didn’t mean to mo¬ 
nopolize, Anse Go ahead ” 

time was it. Miss Weston, when all this happened?” 
‘I haven’t the foggiest ” 

“No idea at all?” 

“I v/asn’t watching clocks ” 

when you undressed?” 

1 just didn t 

TlirS^”’^ ^ 


to ^ know, I tell jou. Marcia, what time did I go Uj 

-.mJ Komp saic 
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“Ill tell you what time it was when you went up to bed,” 
Alice Tiemey said suddenly. “It was just about two ” 

“It couldn’t have been that late!” Audrey cried. 

“WeU, it was ” 

“You tossed and tossed,” Newby said, “then you v/ent 
downstairs for Portnoy's Complaint, which you read for how 
long?” 

“Really,” the blonde said “I wasn’t counting A short 
while ” 

“Fifteen minutes? A half hour?” 

“Maybe I don’t know.” 

“Or an hour?” Ellery murmured. 

“Nol Closer to a half hour ” 

“In other words, Mr Roth’s opus revolted but held you 
for a half hour or more. I got the impression from what you 
said before that you’d hardly begun readmg when you flung 
the book aside m disgust You’re really not making very re¬ 
sponsive answers ” 

“Why are you after me, Mr. Queen?” the blonde cried 
“What are you, out to get me or somethmg? All right, I read 
that foul book a good long time, and the second one I hardly 
- glanced at But it all comes out the same at the end, because 
I was fast asleep long before whoever killed Johnny killed 
him.” 

Newby pounced “How do you know when Benedict was 
killed. Miss Weston? No one here mentioned it ” 

She was stricken. “Didn’t . . . ? Well ... I mean, I just 
assumed . . .” 

He let It go. ‘Did you happen to see anyone on your tnp 
downstairs or on yoiu way back up? Either time?” 

“Nobody. The bedroom doom were all shut, by the way, 
as far as I could see I naturally thought everyone but me 
was asleep ” 

Newby said suddenly, “How about you, Miss Kemp?” 
But she was ready for him “How about me?” 

‘Did you fall right asleep when you went up to bed?” 

“I Wish I could say I did,” the redhead answered, “but 
something tells me when you’ve got nothing to hide m a case 
like this it’s better to teU the truth, the whole truth, and 
nothing but the truth I’d had a real snootful down here and I 
didn’t think I’d make it to the hay, I was so rocky But I no 
sooner hit the bed than I was wide awake—” 

‘‘Hold it. What time was it when you left to go to bed?” 

“I was m no condition to tell time, Chief. All I know is 
it was after Audrey went upstairs ” 

“How long after?” 

Marcia Kemp shrugged 
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“I can teE you,” Alice Tiemey said “It was close to two 
thirty.” 

“You 111 ol’ timekeeper, you,” the redhead growled “Any- 
way, my head was spm nm g, and I thought food might settle 
my stomach down, so I went downstairs to the kitchen and 
made myself a dry chicken sandwich and a cup of warm milk 
and brought them back up to my room Grandpa there spot¬ 
ted the plate with the crumbs on it and the dirty glass when 
he woke me up a while back Tell ’em, Grandpa ” 

Tj plate and the glass, yes,” Inspector Queen said 

He had been standmg by the French doors overlooking the 
toace, keeping himself out of the way 

See? Marcia said She was wearing a shortie mghtgown 
^der Iwr neghgee, ^d the negligee kept commg apart. EUery 
tound himself wishing she would fasten it so that he could 
eep his mind on the testimony. Under the translucent stuffs 
^ giant flower about to burst mto blossom 
^ V nulk must have done it because after a while I 

corKea off I didn’t know a blessed other thin g until old fuzz 
there woke me up ” 

kitehen md bS'“ 

“No” 


thP anythmg around the time of 

tne murder, either?” 

catchmg me, buster. I don’t know when the 
® murder was. Anyway, I didn’t hear anythmg any 


nof!j?nrdifficiflty had been the alcohol, too. “I’m 
I’d had a tew Wnghtsville ex-nurse said, “and 

after Marcia anri^ night. I went up to my room 

bathroom te’r ^ couldn’t fall asleep I crawled to the 

or anything head I couldn’t find aspirm 

lavatory where I’d nnt^S ^ downstairs 

didn’t help much so r Buffenn 

desperatiim I toot a d compresses Fmally out of 

medicme chest_I ^ bottle I found m the 

perience them and 1^’ 

Audrey andMmS~^T. ^ out cold ” Like 

“Funny,” Chief Newh^ heard nothmg 

fic up and ‘With all that cross traf- 

would have run mto soSS^ somebody 

What did you go you. Mr. Marsh? 

more than my quoil^ ° ^ ^ 

r 4 uia last night, too, especially after Johnny 
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went up to bed. I don’t think I was conscious for two minutes 
after my head hit the pillow The next thing I knew Ellery 
was shaking me,” 

“What time did you go up to bed?” 

“I don’t know exactly My impression is it was right after 
Ahce Tierney, but I’m fuzzy about it ” 

“No, that’s nght,” the Wrightsville girl said. 

“And you, Miss Smith?” 

Challenged by name Miss Smith started, slopping what was 
left in her snifter “I can’t imagine why you should question 
me at alll I don’t think I ever said more than a hello to Mr. 
Benedict when he visited Mr. Marsh’s ofiSce ” 

“Did you leave your room last night after you went to 
bed?” 

“I did not*” 

“Did you hear anything that rmght help us, Miss Snuth? 
Try to remember ” 


“I told Mr Queen before you got here. Chief Newby, I 
sleep very soundly” (“Like the dead,” Ellery reminded her 
silently ) “I thought I might have a busy day Sunday and I 
need my sleep if I’m to function efBciently. After all, I wasn’t 
mvited to this house as a guest I’m here only because I’m 
Mr Marsh’s secretary ” 

“Miss Smith can’t have anything to do with this,” Marsh 
said. He said it rather harshly, Ellery thought “I don’t mean 
to teU you your busmess, Chief, but isn’t all this a waste of 
time? Johnny must have been kiUed by some housebreaker 
who got m durmg the night to steal something and lost his 
head when Johnny-woke up and surprised-him.” 

“I wish it were that simple, Mr Marsh ” Newby glanced 
at Ellery Ellery^ promptly went out and came back with the 
secerned gown, the wig, and the evemng gloves 
_“Sm(^ you’re all Mrs Benedicts,” Ellery said to the ex- 
^wes, “from here on m I’m gomg to make it easier on us by 
addressmg you by your given names Audrey, you came to 
me yesterday afternoon to report the theft of a gown from 
your room Is this the one?” 

He offered the black dress to the blonde She examined it 
judiciously. Then she got up slowly and fitted it to herself 
it looks like it... I suppose it is . . . yes "Where did you 
find It?” 


Ellery took it from her 

“Marcia, is this the wig you told me yesterday somebody 
stole from your room?” 

, know it. If there’s another green wig in this town 

i fi eat It” The redhead shpped it over her boyish crop “This 
^ it, all nght ” 
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“Alice, these evening gloves?” 

“There was a slight nick m the forejSnger of the left hand,” 
the brunette said “Yes, here it is. These are mine, Mr. 
Queen. But who had them?” 

“We don’t know who had them,” Newby said, “but we 
know where they wound up. We found them in Benedict’s 
bedroom, near his body.” 

This remark produced an almost weigh^hle sUence. 

“But what does it mean?” Alice exclaimed “Why should 
somebody steal my gloves and then leave them practically on 
Johnny’s corpse?” 

“Or my evening gown?” 

“Or my kook wig?” 

“I don’t understand any part of this.” Marsh was back at 
the bar, but he was paymg no attention to the glass m his 
hand “This sort of thing is your dish of blood, Ellery What’s 
it all about? Or don’t you agree a burglar, or maybe a 
tramp—?” 

“I’m afraid I don’t,” Ellery said “There is a bit of sense 
to be made out of it, though, Al, and that’s where you come 
in.” 


“Me?” 

“Anse, do you nund?” 

Newby shook his head “You know more about this setup 
than I do, EUery Forget the protocol ” 

‘Then let me shortcut this,” Ellery said “I was out on the 
tOTace listening when Johnny made that speech last night 
about his mtention to write a new will I assume, Al, that 
sm^ you were the lawyer who drafted Johnny’s original will 
~me one extant when he came up here the other day—and 
me pilose of the weekend was to write a new will, you 
copy of the old one along with you?” 

Marsh’s tough jaw was belhgerent ‘Y^ou were 
eavesdroppmg, Ellery? Why?” 

uneasy about Johnny’s situation, and events 
^ ^ possession ” 

oon the bar. His jaw had not de- 
“pchnicaUy, I can refuse-” ^ 

with a ^ Marsh,” the chief said 

formal m whiplash. “But up here we aren’t so 

murder on^nc iiiv^tigations In my territory, Mr Marsh, 
please.” ^ a lot of doors Let’s see Benedict’s will, 

tat^^case^Tn shrugged “It’s in my at- 

xacnecase In my room Miss Smith—” 

Thev*^Ti'!2^ fo’” Queen said “I’ll get it ” 

rgo cn he was there. He was out and back 
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m the same unobtrusive way. “For the record, Mr. Marsh, I 
didn’t open it.”. 

Marsh gave him a queer look. He opened the case and 
out a thick folded document in a parchment slipcase. 
tins he handed to Newby, who drew out the will, riffled 
tnrough its numerous pages, and passed it to Ellery, who spent 
raffler more time on it j» r 

AI basic will was drawn up a long time ago, 

and sections added after each marriage 

‘That’s right.” 

additions, the weekly payments to 
dp^th ^ thousand dollars stop on Johnny’s 

nnt^in^f ^ unmamed at such time, a 

pr^^al sum of a milhon dollars as a jBnal settlement.” 

woS^^f Ellery said, “had a million dollars’ 

force unU ^ remained in 

wStteVoM” **■ ^ 

bac^OTfti^^^i ^ow a lawyer of your standmg and 

this up in a nastiness like 

What T you’d better face up to the fact 

^at^mbslaSl the terrace last night m the light of 
K JohnnvV? happned, confirms every fear Eve had. 
wiU today mtended to wnte a new 

these ladTec’^o said, while it would continue 

death would cm th Si remarriage, at his 

thousand_ from a miUion to a himdred 

coUectme if Iip what they could figure on 

And Lir the new will, 

them a cent t earned them, he wouldn’t leave 

AhS’sstendnn f ^ Al* From Audrey’s, Marcia’s, and 

fo live ttouK’nS* “ “ 

OQOT^t subjects o£ EUery's soin- 

nSecules °* «>'’ 

'•vou°uSLf^“lNewby announced in the hush, 
mtv—emiai Benedict’s had motive and opportu- 

even know what the weapon wasl” Audrey Wes- 
tom leapmg ‘You didn’t teU ns. For God's sake, 1 liuldn't 

ta bwu'T^^r- ’1“!''’'' '^■="=5' voidd—nurses get used 

lo blood But it makes me sick ....” 



52 


THE LAST WOMAN IN HIS LIFE 

“ITl remember that, Audrey,” Alice said m a hypodermic 
voice 

‘Tor nine hundred thousand dollars, Miss Weston,” the 
chief remarked, “most anybody could commit most anj^hmg 
And oh, yes Your evening gown was found on the scene of 
the dime.” 

I told Mr, Queen yesterday that it was stolen from 
mel” she wailed “You found Alice’s gloves and Marcia’s wig 
up^there, too, didn’t he say? Why pick on me?” 

‘Tm not. Miss Weston. Whatever applies in this case ap- 
phes to ^ three of you So far. I grant you, findmg all those 
articles in Benedict’s room doesn’t add up But there they 
Junes tend to go not by fancy figurmg but by plain 

XdrCtS 

^ ^ ^1^ oase none of you knows,” Ellery said, 

JL.r8.Ql 

Inspector Queen stepped forward. “On Thursday mght— 
mat w^ before any of you people came up here—^Benedict 
^ Ellery and me at the guest house He told us 
that Marsh was gomg to write a new will for him over the 
weekend, but that, wanting to protect himself in the mean- 

substance of it m hts own hand and 
he wanted us to witness it.” 

produced the long envelope Benedict had 

comignedtohiscare 

^ watched Benedict sign and date this holo- 
^ Witnesses, he shpped it into this 
asked me to keep it for him temporarily ” 
ti_^ ^ Imow what’s in the holograph,” Ellery said 

it set<? ^ ^assume 

Ma^ to provisions as the one he intended A1 

circumstartfvc ^ “lore formal language today Under the 
it here and^ow^^’ ^ ^^ve every nght to open 

at to Newby, who glanced 

wher^tL “You’ve'^made Tt clear 

bar to refiU his glass and stepped over to the 

new wilf h^^elf ^y^hing to you about writmg out the 
Newby askeT ^ advance of the weekend, Mr. Marsh?” 

ished the glass*^ ^ he-man swallow and flour- 

some questions about thi^ of it, though, he did ask me 

holograph w2f B ^ 

for himself ” occur to me he was seriously asking 

why slit the envelope with his penknife and withdrew 
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the handwritten wilL The Queens rubbernecked. As they 
read, the three men looked increasin^y surprised and puz- 
2ied. 

The chief said abruptly, ^Tfou’d best take a look at this, 
Mr. Marsh.” 

Newby waved the crowding ex-wives back and offered 
the document to Marsh, who handled the paper, his glass, and 
a smoldering cigaret like a boy learning to jug^e. Fmally he 
set glass and cigaret down, and read. 

He, too, looked puzzled. 

“Read it aloud, Al.” Ellery was watching Audrey, Marcia, 
and Alice. The trio were craning like giraffes. “Just that 
pertinent paragraph.” 

Marsh frowned “He revokes all previous wills—the usual 
thing—and leaves his residuary estate quote ffo Laura and 
any children’ unquote. He goes on: Tf for any reason I am 
not married to Laura at the time of my death, I bequeath my 
residuary estate to my only living kin, my first cousin Leslie.’ 
That’s the gist of it” The lawyer shrugged. “It’s sloppily 
^wn, but in my judgment this is a legal will.” He returned 
it to Newby and retrieved his glass and cigaret. 

‘TLaura,” Marcia muttered. “Who the hell is I.aura?” 

‘Tt couldn’t be that hatcheck number he’s been seen with 
lately,” Audrey said. “From what the columns have been 
spilling, her name is Vincentine Astor.” 

^ce said, ‘He’s never mentioned a Laura to me.” 

“Or me,” Audrey complained. “Is it possible that two- 
legged rat got married secretly before he came up here?” 

“No,” Ellery said. “Because in that event he’d probably 
have written that he was leaving his estate to ‘my wife Laura,’ 
the common form, rather than simply *to Laura ’ If he died 
before^ he married her, the phrase *my wife Laura’ on a will 
predating the marriage might well invalidate the document 
and toss a will case involvmg milli ons into the surrogate’s 
^urt for years No, Johnny was anticipating his marriage to 
Laura—^‘if for any reason I am not married to Laura,’ etcetera, 
telk us that Al, do you know who Laura is, or might be?” 
‘He never mentioned a woman of that name to me ” 

“I agree with you, Ellery,” Chief Newby said. ‘He meant 
to mar^ this Laura ri^t off and figured he’d jump the gun 
by writing her into his interim will beforehand. He protected 
himself by that ‘if for any reason’ clause. He must have been 
awfully sure of her ” 

“It’s a tough, tough world for poor old Laura,” Marcia 
said with a laugh that was more of a bray “Whoever knocked 
Johnny off did her out of a load of rice, Russian sable, square- 
cut emeralds, and Paris ongmals ” 
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“Absolutely correct,” Ellery said. “She v/on’t inherit now, 
whoever she is The estate goes to Johnny’s cousin Who is 
Leslie, Al, do you know?” 

“L^lie Carpenter. Everyone else in both the Benedict and 
Carpenter fanailies is gone. I’ll have to notify Leslie about this 
right away.” 

“Read the part about our hundred thousand dollars, Mr. 
Newby,” Alice said 

Newby ^anced at the will in his hand. “I can’t” 

“What do you mean?” 

“This will doesn’t mention you or Miss Kemp or Miss 
Weston. There’s nothing in it about leavmg you a hundred 
thousand dollars apiece. Or ten dollars ” After the shneks 
died the chief said, “It figures. He wasn’t going to commrt 
himself on paper to you ladies for one red cent beforehand.” 
“That was smart of Johnny,” Marsh said with a laugh 
“Shrewd would be the word,” Ellery said “He meant to 
propose a deal, as he subsequently did, and he saw no reason 
to settle his part of the bargain before you had a chance to 
settle yours Also, at the time he wrote thig will out I imagine 
his ordy concern was the protection of Laura or Leslie.” 

“In other words,” said the Inspector’s dry voice, “if one of 
you ladies knocked Benedict off, all you’re going to get out of 
it is a choice of your last meal.” 

Newby’s tech men and the coroner’s physician drove up 
then. With the hghtening sky, and the chief sent the ex-Mrs 
Benedicts, Miss Smith, and Marsh back to their rooms and 
sought the phone to notify the Wnght County prosecutor and 
the sheriff’s ofiBce The (^eens left for a few hours’ sleep 
Dnvmg slowly back to the cottage m the damp dawn, 
Eueiy said with a scowl, “I wonder how right Marsh is about 
that holograph wiU standmg up ” 

“You told me he knows his business,” the Inspector said, 
so opinion ought to be worth somethmg But you know 
multimilhou wfll cases go, EUery Those three are 

hungry lawyers who for a big contingency fee will 
tie the case up for years.” 

“Marsh and that other law firm Benedict 
to ^ ^ of clout Well, we have 

vou said haolf knocks out the earlier wfll and, as 

a murder for pulled the homicide committed 

all the marWes ” ^ Carpenter feUow picks up 

those vultures are feelmg right now. 
beat Benedict to death .. Somethin^ 


v/rong, son? 

EUery looked vague. 
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‘Totfre all of a sudden a hundred mhes away 
“Oh Something’s been bugging me ever smce we lert 

Johnny’s bedroom ” 

“What’s that?” , , . 

“I don’t know A feeling That we’ve overlooked some¬ 
thing ” 

“Overlooked what?" t. j ff 

Ellery braked the Cougar in the carport and switched on: 

the Ignition 

“If I could answer that, dad, I wouldn’t be bugged. Out. 
Sack time ’’ 


Benedict’s cousin Leslie drove in during the early afternoon 
of Monday 

To the surprise of everyone but Marsh, it was a woman 
who got out of the airport taxi. ‘Tt never occurred to me 
you’d assume the name Leslie meant a man,” Marsh said to 
the Queens “I’ve known her throu^ Johnny since she was 
in deep orthodontia How are you, Les?” 

She turned a glad smile on Marsh She was years younger 
than Johnny-B, and the Queens soon perceived that she was 
not only of a different sex from her late cousin, she was of a 
different species. Where Benedict had been the child of for¬ 
tune, Leslie had had to scrimp all her life 

“My mother, who was Johnny’s aunt—^Johnny’s father s sis¬ 
ter—got the heave from my grandfather In the good old 
Victonan-novel style, he disinherited her It seems that mother 
was too much of a rebel and didn’t have the proper rever¬ 
ence for capitaL And worst of all she insisted on fallmg in 
love With a man who had no money and no social standing 
Leslie smiled mischievously. “Poor grandfather, he comdnt 
Understand mother, and he accused daddy to his face of b®^^ 

■—oh, dear—‘fortune hunter.’ Dad a fortune hunter! He 
thou^t less of money than even mother did ” 

“You paint a fihal picture,” Ellery smiled. _ 

“Thahk you, sir. Dad was the typical absent-mmdea p 
fessor who taught in a coimtry school at a starv^ion s ai^s 
tyraniu2ed by a school hoard who thou^t anybody w^ o 
read more than two books was a dues-paying Communis 
died at the age of forty-one of cancer Mother 
had a rheumatic heart. if this soimds like soap ope _ 
blame me, it actually happened . . . ^d I when 

to support us That meant leaving school. It deeree 

mother died that I was able to go back and ge J 
In sociology I’ve been working m the fields o 

eduction ever smce because mother 

Johnny evidently nursed a gmlt reeling 
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had been kicked out, so that his father inherited everything 
and passed it along to him. Poor old John. He kept looking 
us up ^d pressmg money on us Mother and dad would 
never take ^y. Me, I wasn’t the least bit proud I gratefully 
accepted John s financial help after mother passed away, or 
1 d never have been able to go back to college at all, I had 

^ saw it,” Leslie said 
mp ^ T Z^^^y’s niaking it possible for someone like 

was encouragmg him to do 
nn 1 + S useful With his money instead of throwmg it away 
If ” gui^e ^Is And if that’s a rationalization, so be 

It And Leslie’s httle chin grew half an inch. 

Queen {concealing a smile ): “Miss Carpenter, 

to cousm John ever indicate to you that he was going 

certprn piuicipal beneficiary of his estate under 

certam circumstances?” 

circums^ces, never! I didn’t dream he’d leave 

social and gran<^ather’s watch. We used to argue our 

youYnevt^n^ differences-remember, Al? A1 will tell 

^ J punches with John ” 

deal not,” Marsh said “Johnny took a great 

about vou anybody He was crazy 

dooutyou. Maybe m love with you” 

was the think he ever even liked me. I 

of his superego tellmg him I was the voice 

Benedict ftp ^ I was concerned, John Levering 

up-in-his-own-nif»o^ ^ nonproductive, useless, all-wrapped- 
the nerve to tdl I was the only one with 

with his money! TJiere’s so much he could have done 

“He'^“^eVLS‘°Now®”'°“'’^®^’’ 
gottenl'-naft^w y®" I’** 

thmgs . . ” ^ ^ Now I can do all the wonderful 

tickled Ellery the capsrile autobjographer that 

sether proSS ‘tti mterlst not alto- 

of femmmity, looking nc outside she was a porcelam bit 
held her up to the ifphi ^ could see through her if you 
told him she was ma^ expenence m readmg character 
to her little head ?ghnf ,1 materials There was a tilt 

But whaTr^ ^^^PProveYof 

«^ecpcr than a s^rengtT deSi thought he did, went 

poverty and the need to fi^f f ^ exercise of 

pacifists There was a womfni a world that crushed 

a Womanlmess in her. a sweet underlying 
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honesty, a lack of guile, that drew him. (And she possessed 
that paradox of nature, blue eyes that were warm.) 

He thou^t it wonderful, then, that Leslie turned to Marsh 
and asked abruptly, “How much am I inheritmg, Al?” 

“The answer to that goes back to Johnny’s father. Under 
Benedict Senior’s will, on Johnny’s death his heir or heirs 
would receive the entire income from the Benedict holdings. 
Mmd you, Leslie, I said income, not prmcipal. Mr. Benedict 
didn’t beheve in distributing principal, even after he was 
dead. The principal remains in trust and intact.” 

“Oh,” L^lie said, “That sounds like a letdown. How much 
will the income come to?” 

“Well, you’ll be able to do a few good works with it, Les, 
and maybe have a few dollars left over for yourself. Let me 
see ... oh, you should be collecting an income of some three 
nulhon dollars a year.” 

“My Godl” L^lie Carpenter whispered; and she feU, weep¬ 
ing, into Marsh’s arms. 

The press and the networks had descended in clouds late 
^ Sunday, when the news of Johnny-B’s murder got out of 
Wn^tsville. The invasion brou^t with it the usiiM orgy of 
sensationalism and slush. Newby and his small department, 
|ro|gy from coping with the riotous student mass-trip at Fy- 
neld Gunnery, had their hands overfull; in the end, ^e chief 
had to call on the state police for assistance, and a number 
of importunate newsmen and slop sisters were escorted from 
the grounds Order was restored when a news pool was agreed 
upon, consistmg of one representative each of the wire serv¬ 
ice, the TV networks, and the radio people. A smgle roimd- 
rohm conference with the ex-wives and Leslie Carpenter was 
ai^orized to take place m the living room of the main house, 
a brouhaha that the Queens and Newby observed out of range 
of the cameras, watching and listening for some slip or lapse, 
no matter how tmy or remote But if their quarry was one 
of the disinherited women, she was too guarded to give herself 
away The women merely contended for camera exposure and 
had nothing but kind and grieving words for the passmg of 
then Lord Bountiful (The trio had evidently made a pact 
not to malign Benedict in pubhc for tactical reasons, at least 
Until they could consult counsel about the wiU trick and the 
prestidigitation of their millions ) Leslie Carpenter limited 
herself to an expression of surprise at her windfall ^and the 
statement that she had “plans for the money” which she would 
disclose ^‘at the proper time ” 

At this ]uncture Marcia K.emp was heard to say, “Which is 
gomg to be never, babyl”—not by the press, fortimately for 
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her, only by the Queens and Chief Newby. They questioned 
the redhead about the remark later, when the news people 
were gone. She explained quickly that she had been referring 
to the coming contest over the holograph will, which she was 
“surey she, Ahce, and Audrey would win, she had certainly 
not intended the remark as a threat to Miss Carpenter. 
(Newby thereupon assigned an oflBcer to keep an eye on Miss 
Carpenter.) 

But that was the only note of discord 

There followed the surprismg episode of the httle hill and 
what stood upon it. 

During the idyllic (pre-homicide) part of their stay, while 
explormg Benedict’s property, the Queens had come across 
what looked like a Greek antiquity in miniature, a sort of 
^cient temple for dolls, with a little pediment and some more 
tn^ creditable frieze-dSgures of a bucolic nature, little Done 
^umns, and for filhp two heavily stained-glass little windows 
ine tmy structure stood on the crest of a hillock surrounded 
y meadow, a pleasant if mcongruous sight m the New En¬ 
gland countryside. 

cfJPf fits, walked around the diminutive con- 

s^ction wondermg what it was It did not look old, yet it 

Ellery tried the adult-sized bronze 
headquaite^^^ ^ immovable as the entrance to SAC 

ventaS^atS Inspector 

S expe^ive one This is genuine marble ” 

built bv either man that it imght have been 

mortality ^ Eevenng Benedict m to shelter his moldenng 

left^ It proved to be, a mausoleum “Johnny 

night “He about it” A1 Marsh told them Monday 

blSg pWedTfJ^ it He had a horror of 

Seattle^and one ®i^°^^te family vaults—there’s one in 
why—in fact ! I don’t reaUy know 

rebel like his Aunt ni himself At heart he was a 

much of his fat^r in mother—only he had too 

hfe by the erandfo+i, ™ turn was donunated all his 

P“‘ ‘I “tinted my 

“Anywav fortune 

signed the mausoleum—ratb^ purchased this property he de- 
his specifications—and ^ architect bluepnnt it to 

masons, practicaUy an \ couple of oldtimers, country 

ittmet breed, I imderstand, from 
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around here to build it on that rise above the meadow. He 
brought m a sculptor from Boston to do the figures in the 
pediment, and the only reason he went to Boston for one is 
that he couldn’t find a local sculptor. Johnny loved this town 
and the surroundmg country. The marble comes from^ the 
Mahogames up there, native stuff He left a special mainte¬ 
nance fund in perpehiity, by the way. He said, ‘I expect to 
he here for a long time ’ ” 

“But how did he finagle a cemetery permit?” Inspector 
Queen asked cunously “Doesn’t this state have a law against 
bunal in private ground?” 

“I had somethmg to do with that. Inspector I rooted 
around and found that the section of land where that hill and 
meadow he has been m dispute between WnghtsviUe and 
Wri^t County for over a hundred and seventy-five years, 
the result of a survejnng error m the eighteenth century, 
WnghtsYille’s always claimed that the meadow is withm the 
town limits, with Wright County just as stubbornly mamtain- 
mg that it’s outside the disputed line The claims have never 
been satisfactorily adjudicated; it’s one of those Biblical prob¬ 
lems these old communities run into sometimes, wiffi no 
^lomon around to settle thein I worked through a local law 
hrmj Danzig and Danzig, and we just stepped mto the legal 
No Man’s Land and presented the contendmg parties with 
the accomplished fact The thing is m such a tangle that I 
could assure Jo hnn y he might count on resting m peace m 
that miniature temple till the day after Armageddon So he 
Went ahead with his plans ” 

On Wednesday, Benedict’s body was ofiBcially released by 
the coroner’s ofiSce (the jury, havmg little of evidential sub- 
s^ce to go on but the meager autopsy report, found that 
me deceased had come to his death “by a homicide caused 
by a blunt instrument hereunder described at the hand of per¬ 
son or persons unknown”); and on Friday, which was the 
third of April, Benedict was laid to rest m his meadow 
There had been a fierce if hushed competition for the 
business Wngihtsville’s mortuary needs were served by three 
^tablishments. Duncan Funeral Parlors (the oldest in town), 
the Eternal Rest Mortuary, and Twin Hill Eternity Estates, 
Juc They cuddled together on the east side of Upper Whis¬ 
tling Avenue (across from The Nutte Shop and Miss Sally’s 
Tea Room) like three cotyledons m a seed The notoriety of 
the case, which in an earlier day would have caused the con¬ 
servative gentry of the embalmmg fluid to shudder and shy. 
Only spurred their descendants to the chase, it was not every 
day that a local undertaking parlor was called on to bury a 
Benedict, and a murdered Benedict at that. 
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The determinant in the selection of the Duncan establish¬ 
ment was free enterprise The incumbent, Philbert Duncan, 
had absorbed his art at the knees of the old master, his father, 
whom envious detractors had called “the slickest people- 
planter east of LA” Johnny Benedict’s letter of instructions 
on the subject of his interment had directed that his remains 
be encased m a stainless-steel inner contamer of a sohd bronze 
casket of specified quality and design. No such magnificent 
box being available at any of the WnghtsviUe parlors, there 
was talk of postpomng the funeral until the appropriate one 
could be shipped up from Boston But Philbert Duncan drove 
over to Connhaven m the middle of the mght of Wednesday- 
Thursday (presumably after moonset by the light of a dark 
lantern) and returned in triumph at dawn cartmg the speci¬ 
fied cofSn, it turned out that he had a cousin, one Duncan 
Duncan, who was m the business m Connhaven, a good-sized 
city in which demands for $5000 caskets, while uncommon, 
were not unknown. 

Benedict’s instructions had also called for an Episcopal fu“ 
neral service, smce he had been baptized and confirmed in the 
^glican communion, and old Father Highmount was pressed 
into service for the occasion, havmg to come out of retirement 
because his successor, young Reverend Boyjian (he was, to 
Em^t Highmount’s horror, not only Low Church but of 
menian descenti) was m the Bahamas with his wife on a vaca¬ 
tion financed by the vestry m heu of a much-needed rise m 
salary. 


^ the one and only next of km, Leshe Carpenter d^^- 

to b5pass a formal service m the church because of the rowdy 
press and the great curiosity of the public A delegation of 
Benedict s closest friends, selected by Leshe on Marsh’s advice, 
came by mvitation from south, east, and west It was cal- 
cu a edly not large, so that the company assembled on the 
n^adow before the htde Greek temple at two o’clock Friday 
afternoon, even with the pool from the news media included, 
was handled without difficulty by Chief Newby’s officers, with 
^ P°hce relegated to the boundaries of the property 
^ crashers and just plam nosy noonans from town 

^ smd that Father Highmount produced a 
^ways been a mumbler, a failing 
? ^ o ^ unproved with age, he was also suffering 

from a sloppy spiing cold and he was havmg trouble with bis 
dentures so that most of what he said before the mausoleum 
came out a mumbo jumbo of mutters, squeaks snuffii and 
spit About all the Queens heard with any clarity were “res¬ 
urrection and the life • Dommus illummatio The^I^^d is mV 
light,” “My soul ficeth ” “St John fourteen one.” aS a fiS 
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mighty “one God, world without end Amenl” which was mi¬ 
raculously free of sludge. , 

But the day was lovely, the breeze ruffled the old man s 
few fine silvery hairs in benediction, and no one seemed to 
mmd the unmteUigibihty of his message to the dead man. 

For there was a quahty of sincerity in his performance, a de¬ 
votion to what he was saying over the invisible stranger in 
the casket (Leshe had wisely decided, m view of her cousm’s 
wounds, not to put Philbert Duncan’s cosmetic artistry to the 
test by havmg an open-coffin service), even though no one 
understood the old man but himself—^there was in this quality 
a somethmg that raised the flesh and brought a meaning out 
of the mystery. In spite of himself, Ellery was impressed 
He found himself reflectmg that the whole bit—^Benedict’s 
valueless life, his dearth of accomplishment in spite of un¬ 
limited means, his uncompensated guilts, his failure to con¬ 
tribute anything but money to sad and greedy women who 
promptly threw it away, and finally a brutal death on the 
eve of what mi^t have turned out to be his reformation—^the 
whole bit was out of the theater of the absurd Or, for that 
matter (thinkmg of the mausoleum), of Sophocles 

Still, he had redeemed part of his worthlessness Aside 
from the mysterious Laura, Benedict had thought to provide 
for the far-out contingency—an act of incredible foresight, 
when one thought about it—^that he mi^t not survive the 
Weekend In which case, he had decided, everything went to 
httle Leslie Carpenter, who had a very positive idea—as she 
had apparently told him so often to his face—of what could 
be done with three million a year 
So his life had not been all wasteland 

EUery half expected the hapless Laura to put in an ap¬ 
pearance at the funeral—in a dramatic black veil surely— 
weepmg for sympathetic cameras and perhaps angling for a 
paid interview with life or look, or the slushier newspapers 
But no mystery woman showed up in WrightsviUe or sent a 
telegram or a letter to Leslie or Marsh or the police, and no 
Unidentified funeral wreath amved to pique the press, Newby, 
or the Queens 

Only Leslie, Marsh, a trapped Miss Smith, the three ex- 
wives, Chief Newby, and the Queens reraamed while Duncan’s 
assistants earned the bronze casket into the mausoleum, set 
Jt precisely on the catafalque, arranged the many wreaths and 
floral baskets artistically, and emerged to lock the door and 
hand the key to Chief Newby. Who turned it over to Marsh, 
as the attorney of record, for safekeeping until the estate 
'should be settled. 

There was no conversation on the tramp back through 
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the fields to the house. Glancing over his shoulder, Ellery 
saw the stained glass m the httle building glow in the sun¬ 
light, and he hoped that Johnny Benedict was comforted, 
although—his unorthodox views beme what they were—^he 
doubt^ it. 

The fleet of taxis and private cars had all driven off, only 
two state pohcemen were left guardmg the road; in spite 
of the sun and the breeze, there was a clammy feel to the air, 
and not only the women shivered 

Waiting for them inside was young Lew Chalanski, an 
assistant prosecutor of Wnght County, the son of a popular 
former prosecutor, Judson Chalanski Young Chalanski con¬ 
ferred with Chief Newby aside, smiled his father’s famous 
vote-getting smile, and left 
Newby’s poet’s face was preoccupied 

^derstand everyone here except Alice Tierney, who’s 
New York City. You’re aU free to go home ” 
meamng you haven’t got a damned thmg on us,” Marcia 
Kernp said, tossmg her red head like a flamenco dancer. “Or 
you d never let us out of your state ” 

» What It means, Miss Kemp,” the chief said, 

haven’t enough evidence agamst any individual 

o Dnng before a grand jury at the present time But I want 

o empn^^e this is an open case, under active investigation, 

ana you tmee ladies are the hot suspects Do any of you have 

York State in the immediate future?” 

‘That’s fine If the situation should 

kow^er, get m touch first with Inspector Queen at 

liaicnn ^eet The Inspector’s agreed to act as 

liaison man for us up here.” 

;;How cosy,” Audrey Weston sniffed 

ladS^anTlpnU^ together—sometimes,” Newby said. ‘Well, 

scSS of 1 This house, as the 

ciate It rf von ^ under seal, so I’d appre¬ 

ciate It u you left as soon as possible ” 

cte“mouttermeJyr said, "Why so 

at fte whether to admire the devemess or marvel 

"Ot whom? What are you talking about?” 

Of whoever left those three things m John ' 
along with his body. Each one pointe to a ci, Mia. 

Benedict ” ^ ^ 

“We’ve been all through ^ cinch 

them ” ' I 

“It certamly looks that 





THE FIRST LIFE 


63 X 


“The thing is, though—what would the point be of fram- 
three different women for the murder? And aside from 
mat A frameup has to make sense on the face of it—it has 
to look legitimate if it’s to fool the cops What mvestigatmg 
officer in his right mind would believe that three women 
visits that bedroom, presumably at different times, and each 
^ article of her clothing on the scene, presum- 
? y ^ excitement or by accident, and so implicated 
nerseff? Anyone who’d expect a ‘frameup’ like that to work 
^ AWOL from the cuckoo house ” 

Blleiy stared out the window at the flooring of cloud they 
ere ghding over, and he nodded “It’s much likelier we’re 
aealing with Miss Smarty Pants Who lifted somethmg be¬ 
longing to the other two and dehberately left all the articles— 
included—on the scene m order to spread the m- 

« 5 ih t ^ speak, distribute her guilt 

_ ^ ™ew that she and the other two ex-wives were the natural 

1 ^ viable—suspects. Smce all three had 

motive, opportunity, and access to the weapon—in 

herself one-third of a suspect instead of a 
standout individual ” 

was a conspiracy,” Inspector Queen mused, 
them, recogmzmg they were all in the same 
°°^Jjganging up on Benedict ” 

, one situation in which they wouldn’t have left 

one^fthSn^^^^^ retorted. “No, it was just 

®rit you aren’t satisfied.” 

Jio,” Ellery said, ‘Tm not.” 
buggmg you?” 

The whole thin g ” 

^e plane hummed along 

auo^er thing,” the Inspector said “Why did I let 
you con me into promismg Newby I’d follow through on this 
woman? God knows I carry a heavy enough case load 
^ it isl And suppose we find her—so what? I can’t see how 
she could possibly be imphcated ” 

^^nless Johnny told her something ” 

what? Spell it out for an old illiterate ” 
j weren’t cut out to be a comedian! She has to be 
j shot or not It shouldn’t be 

certainly have been seen with her m pub- 
nc Marsh can tell you Johnny’s favorite haunts ” 

Newby also asked me to check out the three exes ” his 
father grumbled, ’ ^ 

‘yoblesse oblige Some day Anse may be able to heln vnii 
out on a tough Manhattan homicide ” ^ ^ 
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“And you’re the lousy comic’s son,” the Inspector said 
tartly, after which they flew in silence. , 

But not all the way Because ten mmutes out of Kemeay 
Ellery suddenly said, as if they had never stopped talking, 
“Of course, this is all on the assumption that Johnny was 
slugged by Marcia, or Audrey, or Alice Suppose he wa^t 
“You suppose,” his father retorted. “My supposer is all 
tired out "^^o else could it have been?” 

“A1 Marsh ” 

The Inspector swerved in his seat. “Why in hell should 
Marsh have knocked Benedict off?” 

“I don’t know ” . 

“He’s mdependently wealthy, or if he’s m financial trouble 
he certainly didn’t stand to gain anythmg under Benedict s 
wiUs He was also Benedict’s personal attorney, confidant, 
closest fnend—^what earthly reason would Marsh have to 
splash Benedict’s brains all over the place?” 

“I told you, I don’t know But we do know he had the 
same opportumty and access to the weapon that the three 
women had So all he lacks is motive to be as suspect as 
they are If you’re gomg to lend Newby a hand, dad, I su^ 
gest you dig into Marsh and see if you can come up with 
a possible motive My offhand guess would be women.” 
“Laura?” the Inspector said mstantly. 

Ellery looked out the wmdow. . 

‘T love the way you assign the work,” his father said, sink¬ 
ing back “Any other httle thing?” 

“Yes ” Ellery’s nose wrinkled “And this one makes me 
feel like a heel ” 

“Nokiddmg Let me in on it” 

“Leshe Carpenter It’s a thousand-to-one shot, but . • • 
check out her alibi for last Saturday mght” 

And so, with the jet touchmg down on a runway m the 
Borough of—by comcidence—Queens, their vacation came 
to an end and one of Ellery’s queerest cases began 
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WRIGHTSVILLE, April 9 (API)— 
The nationwide search for ‘Xaura 
Doe” has turned up 48 Laura Does 
•who claim to be the mysteriously 
missing fianc^ of the late John Lev¬ 
eling Benedict IE, miUionaire play¬ 
boy murdered on the night of March 
28-29 on his hideaway estate m New 
England 

Anselm Newby, chief of pohce of 

WnghtsviUe, - 

where the crime took place, beheves 
that there has been a misunderstand¬ 
ing on the part of the public, “Doe is 
a name given by the law to people 
whose last names are not known,” 
Chief Newby said m a statement is¬ 
sued today “We do not know^ the 
missmg Laura’s famUy name It is al¬ 
most certainly not Doe That would 
have to be a miracle ” 
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Excerpt from Transcript, N.Y.P.D.: 


Sergeant Thomas FeZie* Your name is? 

Claimant. Laura-Lou Loverly. 

Sgt V.: Beg pardon? 

Cl It used to be Podolsky. But it’s Ijoverly now. 

Sgt V ' Address? , , 

Cl It’s that big apartment house on West 73rd and Anas 

dam. I can never remember the number. 

Sgt V New York City. 
a** Wli&xc clsG? 

Sgt. V.' Your letter claims you’re the Laura that 

ing Benedict th6_ Three promised to marry. Tell me tne 

cumstances, Miss Podolsl^. 

Cl Loverly. Notice how close it is to Levenng? 

Sgt. F„* How long you been callmg yourself Loverly? 

Cl Since way before, don’t worry. 

Sgt. V * Smce way before when? 

Cl. Before I met this john. 

Sgt V • Okay. The circumstances of your meeting 

Cl: Well, this particular evening he was up m my apartine 

see? 


Sgt V Doing what? 

Cl * What do Johns usually do m a girl’s apartment? 

Sgt V.. You tell me, lady. ^ ^ 

Cl.. I don’t believe I care for your tone of voice, OflScer. To 
can’t talk to me like Pm some ten-doUar trick. 

Sgt V. How did he happen to be in your apartment? 

Cl A ^1 can have relationships with people, can’t she 
Johnny phoned me For like an appomtment. . 

Sgt. F..* Did he identify himself as John Levering Benedict 
Three? 

Cl • Are you kidding? Who listens to names in my set? 

Sgt V. Where did he get your phone number? 

Cl We had mutual friends 
Sgt. F~ Like for instance 

CL Oh, no You ain’t got—haven’t some pigeon here I dont 

drag my friends into fuzzyland 

Sgt. V. All right Describe this Johnny. 

CL* Dressed? 

Sgt F« ^ Fm not interested m his wardrobe I color of 

eyes, hair, height, weight, build, scars, birthmarks, and etcetera. 
Cl' To tell the truth, it’s kind of hazy With all the me n- 
fnends I got^ I me^, bnt it was the same john, believe you 
me I recognized him right off from the news photos Ix>ok, 
Sarge, he was sloshed to the eyebrows that night So he wants 
to know—hke they do—^how I got into the life You know. So 
I give him the usual Mb story and, so help me, he starts cry¬ 
ing on my bozoom “You poor, poor kid,” he says, “what a 
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deserve better Every girl does. 
L^ra-Lou? Pm going to marry you ” Just 

%. F.*Date 
CL What? 

proposal of marriage happen on? 
Marias. somewhere. Here. See? 

it Refer to it if you have to. Was 
Cl ;Sure this year. ^ Podolsky—mean, Loverly? 

c/‘ Yn ^ weTl call you. 

a fuzz wise^Lei? ^ost like that? What are you, 

yon for and ITl book 

Mr Benedicf employe’s time On March twenty-two 

rienedict was m London, England. That way out. 

didn’t 

thewaTmoStW^' ^ That’s 

^orth a da^ depend on them 

porting soSt, marrieds who are sup- 
out on the^an^«^^.^ afford to W£dk 

^0 knows ‘iriit? How do I know why? 

oolor of the bntni!^^u anything? Maybe she didn’t like the 
from £ nho^o I remember him. Not 

^ the papers^TW^ou^d^^J’^® pictures of him 

sayhe^efotnm\7^^et sore. I know they 
I’m only sayms I don^?^ ^ tmes. I’m not saying he didn’t 
tiic what? ^ the mnt ^ Kickbacks to 

know what voiSl about? I don’t 

ought have been kicking ^ about Oh, you mean Vmcentine 
or somethme ^d f^i? P^y to some hoods 

a clean S ^d got in dutch? Look, I run 

What? When did^^?J’ 1 ^ nothing about no mob. 

centme rat on nS ^I^oa did Vin- 

kere She mitt rrf ^ Wait a mmute while I look it up Yeah 

ys^ah, her tome lidT^s ^^rl’ Offi 

^ atach^lr„f«T’, o’S" S 

to the day she left No tifpc^ I ^ sir, paid up nght 

.o ak“ ^s'^ed trh”" ‘T* 

a cab No, I don’t know n Packed her bags and called 
don-t stoh my aose m my rooS?® 
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ladies around here I could mention As long as they re 
I always say. And don’t give my house a bad n^e 
man? Oh No, sir, can’t say I ever did. I me^, I nev 
tiim in this house Though his picture does look sort or j 

iar, you might say Say, isn’t this the playboy who ^ j 

never, m be No, she didn’t leave no forwarding adar^b, 
asked her for one but she said it’s not necessary, I won 
gettmg any mail Was that girl mixed up with him? 

Excerpt Interview, N.Y P.D : 


I never 


Detective Piggott Name, Madam? 

Claimant Miss 
Det P Miss what? 

Cl Laura De Puyster Van Der Kuyper 
Det P Hold it Are they like one word, or— 

Cl De—Puyster—Van—^Der—^Kuj^r. P-u-y K-u-y 
Det P. Yes, ma’am Address? 

Cl Definitely not 
Det P Pardon? 

Cl I do not have to tell you my place of residence 
give that information to anyone A girl never knows 
Det P Miss Kuyper— 

Cl • Miss Van Der Kuyper 

Det P Miss Van Der Kuyper I have to put your an 
down on tins report It’s regulations 
Cl • Not my repilations You claim you’re a pohce ofBcer 
Det P \V^t else would I be? Sittmg here at this taoie 
police headquarters asking you questions? ^ 

CL Fve heard of that kmd of smooth talk before It’s the r 
they get mto your apartment and attack you. 

Det P • If you were attacked. Miss Van Der Kuyper, tna 
a different department m i te 

Cl Fm not going to tell you about it Or anyone You d i 
me to, wouldn’t you? Splash me all over the filthy news 
papers 

Det P : Age? 

Cl * You may put down I am over twenty-one 
Det P (begins to speak, changes his mind, writes, *'Over 50 ) 
Look, Miss Van Der Ku3q)er, we have this confidential com* 
mumcation from you claiming you know or rather knew John 
L. Benedict Third and you are the Laura he allegedly proposed 
mamage to Is that correct? 

CL That IS precisely correct. 

Det. P Now. How long were you acquainted with this John 
L- Benedict Third? 


CL' For ages and cons Vcntably 

r>et. F- Could jou be hie more exact Miss Van Der KujTer? 
CL' Exact about what? 

Det About the lime jou made his acquaintance. 
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Cl Is there time in Paradise? Our marriage plans were mur¬ 
mured m Heaven I am not ashamed to proclaim our affection 
to the universe We met m a secret Persian garden 
Det P Where, ’i;^here? 

CL It IS so crystal in my memory. That soft, immoral—^im¬ 
mortal evemng The moon great as with child. The drunken 
scent of frangipani sweet in our quivering nostrils, and of 
divme cinnamon, and anise, and thyme. 

Det P Yes, ma’am This secret garden was in Persia, you 
say? Just where in Persia? 

CL Persia? 

p. I should thmk that does it. Miss Van Der Kuyper. 
Fme, fine, it’s okay You’ll hear from us m due course No, 
ma’am, that’s our job. If you’ll kindly follow the matron. . . . 

Tnp sheets for when did you say? Tuesday, March thirty-first 
Vmit a mmute Hey, Schlockie, I got to talk to you; look 
Officer, if you’lf grve me a few seconds We got nothing but 
kooks roll out of this shop 

Oh, say, you stiU checking the air pollution in here? I’m 
sorry, Officer, you can’t take this life if you don’t make a 
mnny once m a while, excuse me. These hackies are gomg to 
^ my death, to hsten to them they got beefs not even the 
Mayor heard of Yeah, certainly. Tuesday, March three-one 
rt IS, Joseph Levme. You want his license number? 
Picked up the fare at that address as of ten thirty-four a m , 
discharged passenger at Grand Central No, Joe won’t be 
pullmg m till -four forty-ffive, five this afternoon T hink noth- 
of it Always glad to do the P D. a favor. Yeah 

Fmally, there’s the story out of Wash- 
mgton, where rumors grow thicker 
th^ cherry blossoms at Japanese 
festival time, that a subcommittee of 
Congress may launch an mvestiga- 
tion into the search for the mysterious 
Laura m the John Benedict murder 
case, on the alleged ground that there 
IS no Laura and never has been, that 
it’s all been some sort of press agent’s 
plot to promote something or other, a 
movie or a new TV series or some- 
thmg, as such constituting a fraud on 
the pubhc innocence, and therefore 
bemg the legitimate concern of the 
nation’s lawmakers, who clearly have 
nothing more important to do. Good 
mght. Chuck. 

My dear fellow, I knew Johnny-B as well as any man alive_ 

even though Al Marsh didn’t have the elemental good manners 



72 


TIlC LAhT WOMAT^ IN HIS LUH 

to mvjtc me to the obsequies—and I swear to you 
honor, and you may print this, that when Johnny wrote t 
clause m his will about some “Laura” or other and 
was gomg to marry her, he was simply pulling the leg ot t 
whole mothcr-frugging world. He told me in absolute co - 
fidence that he was through with the marriage bit. It 
after his final decree from that country RN. from— 
called? Titusville? DwightsviUe? something rare and wonderl 
hke that. “Muzzie,” Johnny said to me, “just behveen yo > 
me, and the nearest pub I’ve had it Up to here ^ No mor 
weddmg marches for Johnny-B From now on I’m ^tne } 
tone-deaf, fancy-free, and staying away from aisles. W 
exact words And you may quote me No, not Mussie MUZ- 
zie, with a double z 

The jet set continues in a busy-buzzy- 
tiz over the Johnny Benedict tragedy. 

There has been hardly any other 
topic of conversation among the B P 
for weeks and weeks, or at least it 
seems weeks and weeks Everyone 
wants to know who Laura, is—^Laura, 
now known among Johnny-B’s cronies 
as “the last woman m his life ” Com- 
poundmg the mystery is the fact that 
no one can recall anyone named 
Laura in or out of Johnny’s circle 
This column can now reveal that 
Jackie and An ... 

Yeah, I’m Levme Joseph W What fare? Now, how the heU 
do you expect me to remember some dame I picked up God 
knows how far back? I know, I know, I can read the date on 
the trip sheet Okay, so she was a big platmum-type broad 
with a built You got any idea how many dames like that a 
New York hackie picks up m a day? Look, Mac, I’d like to 
help you out but I just am’t with it on a hooha like this I 
hack I figure three out of every ten fares to some terminal, 
and what I do at Grand Central is I dump them at the bottom 
of the ramp, pick up another fare, and away I go If they 
start tellmg me the story of their lives and why they’re leavmg 
New York and where they’re gomg I blow my ears out like a 
whale or somethmg and I let it go nght on through—I should 
worry why they re leavmg and where they’re off to? Sorry, 
Officer, I’m such a dnp-dry on this Let me teU you m con¬ 
fidence, though, I don t thmk there’s enough police brutahty 
Some of the creeps I run into m my Ime of work you couldn’t 
beat their brams out with a stainless-steel jack handle they 
ain’t got any Thanks? For what? Did I tell you somethmg? 
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Look, Sidney, we’re supposed to be keeping our mouths shut 
about the Benedict case—orders straight from Inspector 
Queen I know I owe you. Okay, but for chrissake protect 
our source We ]ust put out a flyer on this Vincentme Astor. 

'Jo, we haven’t got a thmg on her. Except what’s likely a 
coincidence that she quit her 30 b at the Boy-Girl Club March 
twenty-ninth No, I’m telling you, Vincentme isn’t wanted 
except for routme questioning. We have no hard evidence 
ftat Benedict ever knew her except to check his hat with 
Yeah, we know he visited the Boy-Girl Club a number of 
times withm the past few months. If Vincentine was the hat- 
check girl Benedict was gfvong the rush to lately, he sure 
changed his M.O, because he must have met her strictly on 
the qt away from his regular hangouts. The general feeling 
around here is that the reason she qmt at the club and 
kft town two days later had not a damn thing to do with 
Benedict I’ll give you a httle bonus, Sidney, and then I got 
^ go The word is that the brass upstairs are sore as bell 
at Inspector Queen for gettmg New York mixed up in this 
^nedict brawl, I mean to the extent of carrying the ball for 
tfcus ]eik-town pohce chief As if we haven’t got enough 
headaches around here. Who? No, I haven’t seen Ellery for 
^ guess he heard the rumor, too, and doesn’t want to 
get his old man m worse dutch than he is already. 

Memorandum 

TO Inspector Richard Queen,NYPD 
PROM Anselm Newby, Chief, Wn^tsville 

I wish I could report progress of some sort. I can’t. 
The only fingerprints we fonnd m Benedict’s bedroom 
bis, Moms Hunker’s, and Annie Fmdlay’s, and Morrfe’s 
Annie's had perfectly good reasons to be there The stains 
on Benedict’s ro^ and pajamas and m the room generally 
arc all of the same blood-type as his The iron of the weapon 
Js a rough welding job and v/ould normally take poor prints, 
our tech man says, but he has reason to believe that it was 
also Wiped clean with somethmg just m case He was not able 
to brmg out so much as a partial latent We have not been 
able to come up with a lead to any suspicious person or per¬ 
sons m the vicmily of the Benedict property on the night of 
the murder The detailed pm reports no additions to the 
prelim report Death was defimtely caused by the blows to the 
head, and there was no sign of toxic or other foreign sub¬ 
stances in the internal organs except traces of alcohol ac¬ 
counted for by the drinks Benedict is reported to have drunJ* 
during the evening before he v cnt to bed And that’s about it. 
I hope lou'rc having better luck at jour cnd. 

Ansclm Ncvby, 

Chief of Pobce 
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P S • Have you had any success tracmg Laura? What does 
Ellery say? I haven’t heard a W 9 rd from hun since you both 
left WnghtsviUe. 

AN 

Enc • Photocopies^ of fingerprint, bloodstam analysis, and au¬ 
topsy reports. 


Memorajmdum 

TO^ Chief A. Newby, WnghtsviUe 
FROM R Queen, Inspector, N Y P D. 

I am sorry to report that the Laura investigation is at a 
standstilL 

We wdl keep at it, but of course you understand that 
we carry a very heavy load of our own these days which of 
course has to take pnonty over courtesy cases such as our 
current assistance with the WnghtsviUe murder 

EUery has said very Utde to me about the case My feel¬ 
ing is he is as hung up on it as the rest of us 

R Queen, 

Inspector, NYPJD* 


Memorandum 

TO Inspector Richard Queen, N Y P D 

FROM: Anselm Newby, Chief of Pohce, WnghtsviUe,-— 

I understand your position about the Benedict case, and I 
am sorry that your vacation in WnghtsviUe got you and your 
son involved m it. In aU fairness that was none of my doing, 
recollection is correct the ongmal suggestion that the 
N Y P D help us out on the case came from Ellery 

K your ca^ load is too heavy to enable you to assist a 
feUow pohce officer in the mvesUgaUon of a promment Man¬ 
hattan multimiihonaue mtemabonal playboy, let me know by 
return mad and I will personally wnte to your immediate su- 
pcnor and take you and the N Y P.D off the hook. 

In the a^ve case I should appreciate your sending me aU 
reports you have accumulated thus far, the onginals ff possi¬ 
ble, photocopies if not, especially reports concemmg Audrey 
Weston, Manna Kemp, and A1 Marsh 

1 am very grateful for your assistance. 


A Newby, 

Chief, WnghtsviUe p p). 
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TO Chief Anselm Newby, Wrightsville Police Department 
from R Queen, Inspector, N Y-P.D 

I did not intend anj'thing m my last note to give you the 
impression that I was trying to go back on my promise. I was 
merely pointmg out that we could not afford to put as much 
time, effort, and man-hours into an out-of-city (and state) case 
as if the homicide was within the N.Y P D.’s direct jurisdiction. 

I have shown your memorandum to my supenors and they 
have agreed to allow me and my staff to continue assisting you 
m the Benedict investigation, especially since^—as I pointed out 
m a conference just concluded with ccrtam high officers of the 
Department—ramifications of the case lead directly into New 
York City and two of the three prime suspects are residents of 
Manhattan. 

As a routme matter we have checked out Leslie Carpen¬ 
ter’s whereabouts on the night of Saturday-Sunday, March 28— 

29 She has an airtight alibi for the general tume-penod of the 
cnme She was in Washington, D C, from late afternoon of 
Pnday, March 27, to the evening of Sunday, March 29, attend- 
mg a two-day Urban Corps conference. Every hour of Miss 
Carpenter’s time during those two days is accounted for. 

There is nothing further to report on Audrey Weston and 
Marcia Kemp Both are keeping pretty mucfii to their Manhat- 
apartments If they have seen an attorney about the will 
situation we do not have any information I assume there is 
similarly nothmg from your end on Ahce Tierney 

I will soon be sending you a background report on A1 ' 
Marsh, per your request- Best personal regards 

Richard Queen, 

Inspector, N Y P-D. 

“On Marsh?” Ellery said, reaching across the Inspector’s 
desk. 

Inspector Queen ignored the hand. ‘Wou can look at it 
later There’s nothmg m it you don’t know about him except 
you never mentioned that A1 isn’t his real name ” 

T never mentioned it because, if you were a fnend of 
Al’s in our Harvsud days, you were quickly conditioned not 
fo I suppose the report notes that he was christened Aubrey, 
as in. C Aubrey Smith, rest his stiff-upper soul Anyone who 
called A1 Aubrey like as not wound up with a shmer or a 
bloody nose ” 

“Accordmg to one source,” the Inspector said, “ ‘Aubrey’ 
Was an inspiration of his mama’s I can’t say I blame him. 
It’s a heU of a tag for a grown man to have to tote around.” 

“Al once told me that when he was in grammar and prep 
school—private, of course, about which he was supnsingly 
bitter—^he had to lick every kid in his grade before he made 
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the ‘Al’ stick ‘Al’ doesn’t stand for Albert, or Alfred, or 
Aloysius, by the way—^for just Al, penod ” 

“His fancy ancestors must be swinging in their graves ” 
“By the time he got to Harvard he was too big to tackle 
even m fun He was a varsity back and he won the Ivy 
!^ague wrestlmg title m his weight class I doubt if anybody 
in the Yard knew his name was Aubrey except his most in¬ 
timate pals, and we had more sense than to brmg it up But 
I never did learn much about his family background. Al didn’t 
talk about it ” 

The Inspector scanned the report ‘His father came from a 
line of mtemational bankers and high society. His mother, it 
says here, was a Rushmgton, whatever that is Marsh Semor 
was killed in the crash of his private plane just after Al was 

“That might explam something,” Ellery said “He used to 
^t»out his mother all the tune Never about his father.” 

Mrs Marsh never remarried, even though she was a 
young woman when her husband died She devoted the rest of 
her active life to Aubrey, and when she became an mvalid 
he returned the service—looked after her like a nurse The 
teelmg among his fnends is that that’s why he never got 
mamed And by the time his mother kicked off he was a 
confirmed bachelor” 

mother left everythmg to him, of course ” 

“What else?” 

“How much?” 

Loads Marsh isn’t as rich as Benedict was, but after the 
there any difference?” 

Hien Al is rock-solid financially ” 

‘Like the Chase National Bank.” 

thntr Gamblmg, bad mvestments, anythmg like 


^ctty much a conservative where money is 
concerned. He doesn’t gamble at aU ” 

So there’s no motive ” 

wilK°L''^''oSn’rncS'uT/hc dT Benedict’s 

tapped indicates that he’s a 

Itnn for nh-niiifo f mptiight attorney with a reputa- 

comol“cncc Profos^nd 


1 )L\ hnndhnr of Johnn) ‘s .affnirV*** ‘ investigate 

'‘Ve , and a‘- t-r we can fcH itv ->11 j t. 

(-n.,ra Graurf conWn'l be .urc pljt 

^11-. coil'd Marsh linpe lo iiccornplrh by clKldlini ss,ih ncnc- 
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diet’s funds? It could only be for a financial reason, and 
we’re absolutely positive Marsh has no money worries what¬ 
soever Anyway, most of Benedict’s capital is under the 
Jflanagement of Brown, Brown, Mattawan, Brown, and Lonng, 
that old-line law firm, and not under Marsh’s at all ” 

“How about women?” 

‘“How about them?” 

‘T mean a possible romantic rivalry ” 

“Nothmg. What we’ve dug out indicates that Marsh has 
never been involved with any number on Benedict’s hit parade 
except, on occasion, in his legal capacity, when Benedict 
Wanted to pay some girl off or make some sort of settlement 
on her to close the book when he’d got tired of her.” 

“And the ex-wives?” 

Inspector Queen shook his head “Nothing there, either. 
Marsh got to know them through Benedict, except the Kemp 
Sirlj and his contacts with them were strictly as Benedict’s 
toend and, m the course of time, as Benedict’s attorney, 
^yway. Marsh’s preference in women^ is the opposite of 
Benedict’s. Marsh goes for small, femmihe-type females ” 
Ellery grinned “A1 once showed me a photo of his mother. 
She was a small, femmine-type female ” 

His father frowned “Will you clear out of my office and 
let me do some of my own work?” The Inspector had an 
old-fashioned sense of propriety, and cracks about possibly 
^ihealthy mother-son relationships did not amuse him As 
Ellery was opening the door the old man asked, “Where you 
off to now?” 

“I thought of somethmg I want to ask A1 about Jo hnny , 
I’ll tell you about it later.” 

Mr Marsh, Miss Smith said, was tied up with a client and 
could not under any circumstances be disturbed. Anyway, 
Mr Marsh never saw anyone except by appointment Unless, 
her hostile glance suggested, it was the kind of snoop busmess 
that experience had taught her to associate with the presence 
of one Ellery Queen? Miss Smith’s tone and demeanor were 
such that had she been barefoot, lovc-bcaded, and unkempt, 
she would have spat the word “pig” at him, with an appro¬ 
priate modifying obscenity; as it was, being a lady and the 
product of a no doubt Victorian mother, she could only resort 
to tlic subtleties of eye- and vocal cord-play to express her 
loathing 

Mr. Queen, ever the gentleman in the presence of .a ladv 
scribbled a f*.;'. words and inked with utter pnhtrr^c that Miss 
Smith m lier secrvtaTtal capacity con\e 3 the note to Mr 
Mnnh client notvvjUKtaudmg 
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Miss Smith: I can’t do that 

Mr. Queen. You astonish me, Miss Smith It may he that 
you will not do that, or that you may not do that, but that 
you cannot do it—smce you seem normally ambulatory and 
otherwise m unimpaired possession of your physical faculties 
—do not for an mstant believe. 

Miss Smith How you do go on You thmk you’re smart 
You’re the kmd who makes fun of people 

Mr Queen I’m emphatically nothmg of the sort I simply 
feel it my duty to the cause of semantic hygiene never to 
allow a grammatical slovenlmess to go uncleansed 

Miss Smith: You must have a real dandy time all by yom- 
self hstenmg to the radio and TV commercials pollute the 
English language 

Mr. Queen Miss Smith, how marvelous! You have a sense 
of humor! Now wiU you take that note m to Al, like I asked 
you? 

Miss Smith' You made a boobool You said ‘hke’ instead 
of ‘as’! 

Mr. Queen Alas, so I did Demonstratmg the fallibihty of 
even the purest purist The note, Miss Smith? , 

Miss Smith You made that mistake purposely. You re 
^ullmg my leg 

Mr. Queen No, but is it permitted? I might add that I have 
admired your limbs, Miss Smith, from the moment I laid eyes 
on them Ah, you’re smihng We advance The note? 

Al Marsh came out for a moment, glancmg at Miss Smith 
in a puzzled way 

“Miss Smith seems all of a flutter, Ellery Charm, or an 
emergency?” 

**Hardly the first, and no to the second. It’s just that I 
wanted to ask you somethmg about Johnny It won’t take 
a nunute—” 

I don t have a minute The old gent in my oflBice takes a 
dim enough view of me as it is His pomt is that keepmg a 
man of his age waitmg—he’s ninety—constitutes a felomous 
act How about meetmg me at my place? Sevenish? Dinner, 
if you’ve no other plans Louis used to cook at Le Pavilion. 
Miss South wiU give you my address if you don’t know it ” 

It proved to be a duplex penthouse high over Sutton Place 
Above the dismal city spite of calendars, not quite out of 
winter, not fully mto sprmg—^Ellery found himself luxuriating 
A houseman named Est6ban ushered him mto a man’s huge 
habitat of feudal oak, Spanish iron, velvets, brass, copper, a 
place of lofty ceihngs, hunter’s trophies, and weapons While 
he waited for Marsh to appear Ellery strolled about 
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his peculiar inventory, totting np the stock that declared the 
man 

There was not a trace of modernism about the apartment, 
such of it as he could see; it might have come out of an 
exclusive men’s club of the "Nmeties The small private gym¬ 
nasium off the livmg room (the door was open) displayed 
weights, barbells, exercycles, parallel bars, a punching bag 
^tup, and other paraphemsiha of the agmg ex-athlete; that 
Was to be expected of Marlboro Man. But there were sur¬ 
prises 

Half a short wall was taken up with stereophonic equipment 
for the high fidehty reproduction of a large collection of LPs 
and cassettes There was a great deal of Tchaikovsky and 
Beethoven, he noted, struck by the romanticism he had not 
associated with Marsh- The hi-fi was playing “Prmce Gremin’s 
from Eugen Onegm\ Ellery recognized the Russian- 
smging basso as Chaliapin, whose great masculine voice he 
often, sought for his own reassurance 
A leaded-glass bookstack enchanted him It contained rare 
American, French, and British editions of Melville, Rimbaud, 
Verlaine, Henry James, Proust, Wilde, Walt Whitman, Gide, 
and Christopher Marlowe, among many others -ra nk on rank 
of literary giants, many in first editions the sight of which 
made Ellery’s wallet itch. There were ^ rare art books of 
enormous size illustrated' with the paintings and sculptures 
chiefly of da Vinci and Michelangelo, A row of niches m the 
oak walls held busts of histoncal figures whom Marsh evi¬ 
dently admired—Socrates, Plato, Alexander, Julius Caesar, 
Virgil, Horace, Catullus, Fredericii the Great, Lord Kitchener, 
Lawrence of Arabia, and Wilhelm von Humboldt. 

“I see you’re casing my treasury,” Marsh said, turning off 
the stereo “Sony to keep you waiting, but that old fellow 
has had me hopping all afternoon Drink? ’ He had changed 
to a lounge suit with an open silk shut; he wore huaraches. 
“Anything but bourbon ” 

“You don’t go for our native elixir?” ^ 

‘T once got myself beastly drunk on it. Why do I malign 
the beasts? Humanly I haven’t been able to sniff it since 
Marsh went behind his taproom-sized bar and began with 
energy to make like a bartender “You? Got drunk?” 

“You make it sound like a capital crime I’d just been 
extmguished by the then hght of my life.” 

“You? Had an affair with a gul?” 

“It certainly wasn’t with a man. What do you take me for, 
Al?” 

“Well. I don’t know, Here’s your gm on the rocks That’s 
as fax from bourbon and branch as you can get.” Marsh sank 
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mto a chair that dwarfed him, nuzzling ® 
messahle mgredients. “I've never thought of you as 

human, Ellery. I must say I’m relieved fl-ct editions, 

“Think you,” EUery said ‘T envy you tbose &st ^ 

I’m heginmng to grasp the fuU into my office 

“Amen,” Marsh said ‘‘But you didn t ^^op mto y 

this afternoon, or here tonight, to admire my etching . 

‘’“■SoV^mcall that Saturday night in WrightsviUe, AI?” 

“It’s written in acid.” ♦Arrace while 

“As you know, I was eavesdroppmg from ntions.” 

Johnny was delivermg that spiel about his new-wiU 

“Something I overheard him say that ^i^ht has been b^^^ 
ing me I’m not clear about what he meant He 
that his three marriages had been ‘strictly busmess. 

did he mean by that?” «*t,ni ricaret 

Marsh settled back with his glass and behef, 

“By the terms of his father’s will, received 

the Benedict fortune was left in trust and all J 7 . 

was three hundred thousand doUam per m a 

income from the estate. Well, I don t haw ^ hundred 
lad of Johnny’s tastes, upbrmgmg, and habits three 
thousand a year didn’t begin to provide for his 
living ” 

“He broke his father’s will?” „ t. ,.T,m treed. 

“Unbreakable But not unshakable.” Marsh smmgg 
“Johnny asked me what, if anything, could be done 
the ante. I studied Benedict Senior’s wih and foun 
looked like a possible loophole. More in jest than 
else I pointed it out to Johnny—a looseness of expression 
one of the provisions that might yield an interpretation 
Benedict had never mtended.” 

“Sounds fasematmg What was it?” Mmii 

“One clause in the will gave Johnny the sum of five 
dollars out of the pnncipi estate quote Vhen my son Jonn 
marries’ unquote ” 

Ellery laughed. 

“Of course you’d see it. Johnny certainly did ‘When my 
son John mames’ could reasonably be construed to mean 
‘whenever my son John mames’— m other words, every time. 
he mamed he was entitled to collect another five million from 
the estate I actually wasn’t senous when I called the wording 
of the clause to Johnny’s attention, and I didn’t dream be 
would rearrange his life to revolve around it But that’s just 
what he did He insisted on going into court with out argu¬ 
ment about construing the ‘when’ as ‘whenever,’ and it was 
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^ical Jolimiy-B luck that the court upheld our interpretation. 
So then, he launched his series of marriages, divorces, and re¬ 
marriages.” 

Ellery was shakmg his head “‘Strictly, business’ is right 
^ mamages were keys to the strongbox. Another key, 
miother haul ” 


^actly. There was no misrepresentation to the women, 
they understood ]ust why he was marrying them and just 
What they could expect to get out of it I might add, Ellery, 
that I was completely agamst Johnny’s change of heart about 
t^e milhon-doUar settlements ” Marsh’s big hand tightened 
STOut his glass. ‘T suppose it’s silly of me to admit this, but 
the fact IS I had a considerable row with Johnny about that 
mtention of his to change from the million to the hundred- 
thousand-doUar settlements. I told him it would be an act of 
t>ad faith, a cop-out, really, certainly unethical, and I wanted 
no part m it. In the end we left it unresolved—mean my 
participation m it” 

‘When did this row take'place?” 

“On the jet coming back from England, when he first 
broached his plan.” 

“You sounded pretty much on Johnny’s side that night, AI. 
Are you sure you aren’t trymg to snow me?” 

*Tm not snowing you Johnny made it clear to me that 
last weekend in Wrightsville that, friends or no friends, if 
I didn’t do it for tum he’d get some other lawyer to It forced 
me to do some weighmg and balancmg I’d known Johnny 
since we were teenagers—^hell, I loved the guy. And I could 
hardly defend the ethical conduct of three girls who’d walked 
mto a cold-blooded money deal under the guise of romance 
With then: eyes wide open. In the end I picked Johnny, as of 
course he knew I would. Although I confess I’ve had qualms 
smee ” 


Ellery sipped his gin. Marsh rose to freshen his drink, 
whatever it was 

“AH right,” Ellery said at last. “I suppose it’s easy to make 
value judgments m a vacuum About this Laura everybody’s 
looking for, Al You really have no notion who she mtgbt 
be?” 

“No I’ve begun to think—along with a great many others, 
I understand—^that Laura existed only in Johnny’s fertile mmd! 
Although what motive he could have had for wntmg an imag- 
mary beneficiary into a will is beyond me ” 

•'She exists, Al One other thing What was the state of 
Johnny’s financial health around the time of his death?” 

“He was ailing agam. You know, Johnny was the world’s 
softest touch. He was a lifelong victim of his guilt for having 
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come into so much money. He especially couldn't turn do'?^ 
a fnend. One of his last exploits—^which is typical 
build a catsup factory in Maryland somewhere to 
new kind of goo for an old pal, so-called, whose wire 
up with the recipe one night—^you won’t believe this 
dream. Johnny tasted it, pronounced it divine, and betor 
—and it—^were through he sank eight hundred o 

it, an almost total loss Do you want a few hundred ^ 

We couldn’t sell any, and the last I heard Johnny was givms 
it away, with few takers ” , r 

“I meant, Al, was he due for another 
marriage deal? Could that have been his reason for inten s 
to make this Laura number four?” _ 

"Well, accordmg to his own words he was 
marry,” Marsh said dryly, "and he certainly could use the 
million Draw your own conclusion ” _ _ 

"Then you beheve that aU that talk of his about tl^ .^,-2 
romance bemg the real thmg at last was a lot of self-deluams 
nonsense?” .. 

Marsh shrugged again. "I wish I knew. It’s 
that he may have thought he was m love for the first tun 
m his life—^for all his knocking about Johnny in some way 
was still an adolescent Yes, Esteban?” 

‘Xouis say you and guest come now,” Esteban said m co 
siderable agitation "Louis say you and guest no come now, 
he quit ” 

“My God ” Marsh jumped to his feet, looking stricken 
“Ellery, vite, vitel" 

Louis’s dinner warranted Marsh’s haste It opened wth 
an Icre Negre caviar from Romania and a Stolichnaya vodka, 
the soup was a petite marmite, served with an 1868 Malmsey 
Madeira. Then Est6ban brought a heavenly quenelles With 
sauce Nantua accompamed by an estate-bottled Montrache^ 
Marquis de Laguiche 1966, for the pihce Louis had prepared 
a delectable noisettes de veau sautSes, each servmg crowned 
with a blackish, toothsome ckpe which could only have come 
from a French boletus bed (the small round veal steaks, 
Ellery learned, had been flown in from Pans; the proper cut, 
according to the word as transmitted from Louis, was un¬ 
obtainable in the Umted States and, even assuming it could 
be procured locally somewhere, Louis turned his culinary 
thumb down in advance “He has nothmg but contempt for 1 
the chefs m les Etats-Unis," Marsh explained, “who substitute 
loin or kidney veal chops for the noisettes vSritables and call 
them the real thing In fact, Louis has nothing but contempt 
for practically everything not French.” “Forgive him, Al,” 
Ellery pleaded, “for at least at the range your paragon of les 
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pots et pans knoweth precisely what he doeth”); with the 
noisettes came, in magnificent simplicity, garnished new po¬ 
tatoes, a Chateau Haut Brion of the 1949 vintage, and a 
brais^ Romaine salad, followed by a delicate fromage de Brie 
(air-mailed by Fauchon) and a Chateau Cheval Blanc SL 
Eoulion 1949, a Dobos Torta which decided EUeiy to make 
Bucharest his next contmental port of call; a champagne 
sherbet, and finally an espresso with a thirty-year-old private- 
stock Monnet cognac 

“This has been one of Louis’s lighter dinners, whipped up 
more or less on the spur,” Marsh said slyly. “Nevertheless, 
ogreabJe au goiit, non?" 

Ellery whispered, "Vive la France!" 


“It’s a question of professional pnde, I guess,” Chief Newby 
Bnimbled, leaning back in his swivel chair and tonguing a 
fresh cigar "Have one?” 

*T’m not smoking this week,” EUery said, ‘What is? 

“I’ve never a homicide this important. I d hate to flub 

h.” 


“I know what you mean.” » 

“You don’t know what I mean, Ellery. You ve got too 
blame good a statistical record But Frn a back-country c^p 
who all of a sudden gets hit with a big-time case,^ and it s 
got me upti^t, like the kids say. You know, I ve been 
thinking ” 

‘You have company, Anse. What exactly about in your 
case?” 

“We’ve been going on the assurnption that the motive for 
Benedict’s killing ties m to the will situation and the three 


ex-wives.” 

•Yes?” 

“Maybe no ” err j ♦ t 

“Anse,” Ellery said severely,^ “I dont appreciate anyone’s 

cryptic remarks except my own.” 

“I mean, suppose the motive had nothing to do with Bene¬ 
dict’s wnis?” 

“All right For instance?” 


‘T don’t know.” , xr v j 

“Thank you. Chief Newby. You have now jomed a very 


select group ” 

"No kid, there could be somethmg 
"Of course, but wbat?” 

"You haven’t struck anything in New York?” 

“We haven’t struck anything anywhere Dad’s people have 
failed to turn up an^'thmg or anyone in Johnny’s life that 
provides a possible reason for someone to bre^ into his 
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Wrightsvflle house and kill him. And by the wa;^ ?” 

your tech men find any trace—any at all—of a B ^ ‘ 

“No It was either an inside job, like we ve been 
or an outsider who got in and out without leaving a 

Go on, Ellery.” xr«Wv 

“Go on where? I’ve just completed my statement 

Not even a theory about anyone. For a whde we 
around with a Vegas contract theory, possibly tied m . 

to Marcia Kemp—those boys hit on contract with no 
for caste or class, true democracy in action. 
whole trend in their set these days is away from 
we drew a blank No evidence that Johnny-B ever weis 
a betting loss, in Vegas or anywhere else for that ’ 

according to—^believe me, Ajise—^highly rehab^ s 
We’ve turned up no mvolvement with the Corporahon, 
Combine, or whatever the Mafia’s callmg itself this m 
Anyway, the pro touch is missmg in this murder. ^ 

killers come eqmpped with their own working tools, 
certainly don’t depend on picking up a Three Monkeys on 
scene to beat their victim’s brains out.” i 

“Then it could have been an amateur job for a 
reason, like somebody had a grudge against him for so 
thing ” j, 

“I told you, Anse Nothing like that has turned up 
“That doesn’t mean it couldn’t be ” 

Ellery shrugged ‘T have long had a convenient murder 
for cases that stall I call him, as I pull him out of my nai, 
The Man From Missmg Forks, Iowa Sure it could be, Anse 
Anythmg could be But you know and I know that mos 
homicides are committed not out of the blue for obscure or 
bizarre reasons by the pop-up gent from Missing Forks, but by 
someone connected directly or obliquely to the victim for ^ 
reason that, to the kiUer at least, seems perfectly sensible, n 
not inevitable The problem is to put your finger on him 
and/ or it So far we’ve been surveymg the terram for all the 
possibles, with no luck. What you do is, you keep plugging 
away with the hope that sooner or later, preferably sooner, 
your luck is gomg to change ” 

“So it still may come down to those three women and the 
will,” Newby grunted, emergmg from his cloud 
“You don’t sound satisfied ” 


“With that theory? It’s too—^now don’t laugh, EUeryl—too 
damned easy.” 

“Who’s laughmg?” 

‘Wou sure you didn’t run up here on something you’re 
keeping back from me? 

“Anse,” Ellery said, and rose “May I have the key now?” 
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“Then why do you want to go back to Benedict’s place?” 
‘'YouTe not the only one witb uneasy feelmgs The key, 
Anse?” 

“If you don’t mind,” the chief said, nsmg also, “I think 
I’ll keep you company ” 

Newby drove EUery over to the Benedict property in his 
1967 unmarked Dodge (to avoid notice, he claimed); he tm- 
locked the front door and waved EUery m before him, foUow- 
on the visitor’s heels EUery galloped upstairs and mto 
JOhnny-B’s bedroom as if he expected to be greeted there by a 
^acle, or the answer, which has whole air announced would 
have been the same thin g 

“You act like you forgot something, EUery,” the Wnghts- 
ville police chief said “What?” 

“I Wish I could teU you ” He was lookmg about the room 
ss if he had never laid eyes on it. 

“You mean you won’t teU me?” Newby cried 
“I mean I don’t know ” 

‘Damn it, stop answermg me in riddles 1” the exasperated 
man said “You remind me of that Sam Lloyd puzzle book my 
mama used to keep in her parlor ” 

“I’m not bemg coy, Anse I reaUy don’t know It’s simply 
a feelmg, like yours, that the three women and the wiU as an 
answer is too easy ” 

“But what kmd of a feeling is it?” 

“I’ve had it before,” EUery said slowly, touring the room. 
"Often on a case, m fact” He avoided the chalked outlme of 
Benedict’s body ’on the floor “A feeling that I’ve missed 
somethmg ” 

“Missed something?” Newby swung about suddenly as if 
he had heard a door creak open “What?” 

“That,” EUery intoned, “is the question. What? I’ve keel¬ 
hauled my bram, couldn’t come up with it, and decided that 
a return to the scene might be what the doctor ordered ” He 
paused at the bed “Here?” Glanced at the nightstand. 
“There?” Into the clothes closet. “There?” At the wmdows. 
Into the bathroom 

“You’re puttmg me on,” Newby muttered “By God, 
you’ve got me creepier than a kid m a haunted house!” 

“I wish It were that ordinary,” Ellery said with a sigh 
“No, Anse, it’s not a put-on, it’s a hangup There’s some¬ 
thing here, something I saw—somethmg Tm seemg, damn it 
all!—and for the life of me I can’t latch onto it ” He ad¬ 
dressed the chalk outline on the floor “WeU, it was a long 
shot. Johnny, and like most long shots it didn’t come in.” He 
nodded disgustedly at Newby ‘Tm through here, Anse, if 
you 'ire ” 
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The first break m the ease came, as breaks usually do, out 
of the drudgery of plodding police work 

The concentration of cfTort on the part of Inspector Queen’s 
staff had been on the three cx-wives, notwithstanding Chief 
Newby’s failure of enthusiasm. Several interesting reports on 
the women noted that, with the cutoff on Benedict’s death of 
their $1000 weekly incomes, and with their cash settlements 
held up if not gone forever by the holograph will, two of them 
at least were m financial difficulties Audrey Weston and 
Marcia Kemp had been livmg up to their alimony incomes 
(Alice Tierney, Newby reported, had on the contrary been 
livmg frugally m frugal Wnghtsville and had saved a consid¬ 
erable sum, although the settlement outlook had turned her 
sullen and uncommunicative ) In fact, both the blonde and 
the redhead had been compelled to go back to work, if any. 
The Weston girl was makmg the rounds off-Broadway, so far 
Without success, the ex-Vegas chorme was hawking the Man¬ 
hattan nightclulis through her agent for a “starring” turn 
somewhere But no one was snappmg up the Kemp girl, 
either. Apparently tunes had changed The notonety they had 
been enjoymg as a result of the Wnghtsvdle murder was no 
longer the kmd of open-sesame that used to break down 
golden doors m the days of the New York Mirror 

The discovery about Marcia Kemp turned up during the 
routme mvestigation of her present and past, and the develop¬ 
ment appeared significant. 

EUery learned about it on Sunday, April 19 On arising 
that morning he had found himself alone m the Queen apart¬ 
ment, and a note from his father saymg that the Inspector 
had had to go down to Centre Street and suggesting that 
Ellery follow Which he did so precipitously that he did not 
even stop for his cherished Sunday breakfast of Nova Scotia 
salmon, sweet butter and cream cheese, cum generous shce of 
sweet gianish omon, all on toasted bagel and accompamed 
by freshly brewed coffee in copious quantity 
found Sergeant Velie with the Inspector. 

Tell him, Vehe,” the Inspector said 

“I thi^ we got somethmg, Maestro,” the very large ser¬ 
geant said Ever hear of Berme Faulks?” ^ ^ 

“No ” 

41. rackete, a smaU wheel the pigeons caU 

the Fot, or Foxy, became he’s got a genius for beatmg the 
rap He s been collared I don’t know how many times on 
charges that didnt stick armed robbery, B and E AD W 
burglary, you name it his one big rap, a charge of murder 
during an attempted felony—armed holdup—he beat when he 
was acquitted through the failure of a key witness to mme 
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clearly decided not to offer his hand for fear of 

had a dark, intimate voice suitable for a sex ' yji^an 

next few minutes he kept sneakmg glances at tn 


“We were just discussing Miss Kemp's , swivei 

Faulks,” the Inspector said, settlmg back in his ag 
chan:. “You notice, Ellery, I use her maiden 2 ^ 

fers It that way. Don’t you, Mrs. Faulks—mean, 

Kemp?” j flush 

“It’s usual m show busmess,” the redhead said ^ ^ 

on her face seemed too deep for street makeup 
don’t get . . . Bern, why don’t you say something/ 

“Yeah, sweetie ” Her husband shifted his f® » “Yeah, 
refused a chair, as if to be better prepared for nig 
Inspector. We don’t understand—” chnwed 

“Why I asked you two down here?” The 2 ^, 

his dentures lie the Big Bad Wolf “For one tog. 
Fauiks, how come you didn’t tell Chief Newby ^gtj 

questioning you up m WrightsviUe that you were 
agam? You’d have saved us the trouble of digging 

formation out for ourselves ” „ Tniinnv 

“I didn’t think it had anything to do with . . . well, Joauuj 


and all,” the big showgirl burbled , - 

“No? Mr. Marsh,” the Inspector said, tummg his smiie u 
the attorney, “has Mrs Faulis—as Marcia 
ceivmg a thousand dollars a week from Mr Benedict ^ 
their divorce, and if so has she been cashmg or deposi S 
the checks, accordmg to your records?” 

“She certainly has.” Marsh raised his attache case, ^ 

every canceled voucher that went through Miss Kemp’s bank 
right here—each made out to ‘Marcia Kemp’ and endorsed 
‘Marcia Kemp’ in her verifiable handwntmg ” 

“These canceled vouchers cover the whole period since the 
date of her undisclosed marriage to Faulks?” „ 

“Yes. Up to and includmg the week of Johnny’s death. 

Did she ever notify Benedict, or you as Benedict’s lawyer, 
that she was remarrying or had remarried and that therefore 
under the terms of her agreement with Benedict the thousand- 
dollar weekly checks should stop, smce she was no longer 
legally entitled to them?’’ 

“She did not.’’ 

How about that, Mrs. Faulks? That constitutes fraudulent 
acceptance m my book. I thmk the Distnct Attorney’s office 
is going to see it the same way, if Mr. Marsh decides to press 
charges on behalf of the Benedict estate ” 

“If I may put in a word?” Faulks said elegantly, and as if 
he were a mere bystander, Marcia sent him a long green. 
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^i^gerous look. “I never saw that agreement, so of course I 
liad no way of knowing that Marcia’s acceptmg the grand per 
Week was illegal—" 

Marcia made the very lightest choking noise. 

“—but you got to understand, Inspector, my wife doesn’t 
^ow about such things, she can’t hope to cope—^hope to 
^pel I’m a poet and don’t know it!—^with a bigshot mouth¬ 
piece, I mean lawyer, like Mr. Marsh; she’s got no head for 
tbe smart stuff at all, she’d probably forgotten all about that 
like you do when Mr Right comes along—^hey, baby?” 
tie fondled her neck, s milin g down. She nodded, and his 
Band found itself fondhng the atmosphere. 

You’ve got an understandmg husband, Mrs Faulks,” the 
inspector said approvmgly. “But I think it would be easier 
on you if you talked for yourself. You’ll notice there’s no 
steno^apher present, none of this is being taped, and you 
^vent been charged formally with any crime Our main 
interest is the Benedict murder; and while I’m not making 
^onuses, if it turns out this marriage of yours had nothing 
with the homicide you’ll probably be able to work some- 
itnng out about that money. What’s your feelmg, Mr Marsh?” 

Of course I can’t promise anything, either I certainly 
^t commit the estate to overlooking Mrs Faulks’s having 
In money from my late client under circumstances that 
“^gorously like fraud But it’s true. Inspector, that my 
p ^ncem is the murder, too. Cooperation on Mrs. 

part will naturally influence my attitude ” 
t 1 who’s bulling who?” Marcia demanded bit- 

tiy. “What are you going to do, Al, take it out of me in 
k pint at a time? I’m dead busted and I haven’t got a 
My husband’s broke, too So I couldn’t pay that money 
I wanted to. Sure, you can haul me up on criminal 
charges. Inspector, and the way things have been going for 
me you know what? I wouldn’t give a hairy hoot m heU if 
you did It’s also a rap your DA. might find it tough to make 
stick in court, Bern here knows some real sharpie lawyers ” 
“Speaking of Bern here,” Ellery said from the wall he was 
supporting at the rear of the ofiBce, “where did you happen 
to be, Bern, on the mght of Saturday—Sunday, March twenty- 
eight-twenty-nine?” 

“It's a funny thiog you should ask that,” Marcia’s husband 
said in his sexy voice. “It so happens I'can answer that quick 
like a bunny, which ain't—isn't such an easy shmear, as I 
don’t have to tell you gentlemen On the night of Saturday— 
Sunday, March twenty-cight-twenty-nine, it so happens I was 
one of sec fellas picked up in a raid on a little private game 
v,o were engaging in in a hotel room off Times Square. I 
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don’t know what those meathead cops were 
me a big deal out o£ a friendly poker session, jmt passing the 
toe! sL understand, like the boys do on Saturday night, 
have a few beers, a couple pastrami sandwiches— 

••I’m not mter^ted m the menu." Inspector Queen snarled; 
he was glaring at Sergeant Vehe, who was attempting to 
difficult feat of making himself look like 
fahed to check out the Fox’s ahbi beforehand. What precinct 

did you wind up in?” . 

“I don’t know the number. It’s the one in the wes 

^°^ou don’t know the number Faulks, you know the num¬ 
bers of the Manhattan precmcts better than I 
spent half your life m them! Velie, what are you waiting 
for?” Sergeant Vehe nodded hastily and jumped out ot me 
office “Sergeant Vehe’s gone to do a httle checkmg 

don’t mind waitmg?” , ^ 

Dad, dad, Ellery said in his head, as an iromst you re stm 
poundmg a beat. It was a lost cause, he saw, ^d saw m 
the Inspector saw it, too Mr. Faulks was breathing wit 
strain, as confident of the outcome of the sergeant s telep 
call as a roulette dealer presiding over a fixed vmeel. j 
there was a trace of anxiety on his wife’s face, FaulKs ev 
patted her hand, which was larger than his; but this 
accounted for by a certam lack of commumcation betwee 
the recently mameds. Once, when Marcia said something o 
him in a low voice, he made a fist and tapped her aiiec- 


tionately on the chin. , 

When the sergeant returned to whisper mto the Inspector s 
ear, Ellery detected the twitch m his father’s mustache 
saw his fears confirmed the mustache twitch was an unfailing 
sign of inspectorial disappointment 

“Okay, Foxy, you can take off with the missus ” Their 
speedy crossing to the Inspector’s door was a thmg of antelope 
■■ grace “Oh, just one thing,” the Inspector said to the ante¬ 
lopes ‘T don’t want either of you even gomg over to Brook¬ 
lyn without checkmg with my office first” 

“He was picked up that night as he claims?” EUery asked 
when the pair fled 

“Well, yes,” Sergeant Vehe said, trymg to pass the episode 
off as immaterial ‘There’d been a lot-of heat from upstairs 
about Times Square gamblmg when that Congressman who’s 
always kickmg up a storm sounded off for the TV—seems one 
of his campaign contnbutors got rooked m a crooked crap 
game and yelled for mamma—so the word came while you 
were on vacation, Inspector, to crack down, which the< Gam¬ 
bling Squad did That’s how come Foxy got caught m that 
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hotel A stool gave the tip-off, but by the time the Squad got 
there the lookout had flashed the signal and the boys broke 
in to find Foxy and his lodge brothers playing a hot game of 
penny ante Tlie lookout must have been their bagman, too, 
because the detectives didn’t find any big bills on the players 
or the premises An 5 way, the six were held for a couple hours 
at the station house and let go That mcluded Foxy Faulks. 
He was at the precinct between midnight about and two A M. 
He couldn’t have gone to Wnghtsville by three-o-three without 
a spaceship ” 

“So there goes our break,” Inspector Queen said glumly. 
“Another blasted nothmg Just the same, Velie, assign two 
men to keep their eyes on Faulks especially I don’t like the 
smell of bim —^he’s dangerous EUery, where you gomg?” 

“For a walk,” Ellery said. “I’ll get more action in the 
street than I’m getting here ” 

“Who conned who mto this, and whose fnend got popped?” 
his father groused “Go take your walk, and if you’re mugged 
in some alley don’t come ciymg to mel” 

“You sure about this, Bari?” Newby asked, tappmg the 
report with a skeptical forefinger 

‘You know old Hunker,” OflScer Barlowe said “I do 
believe he’s been sneaking out there, Chief Keeping an eye 
on the place You hire Morris, you’ve bought yourself Old 
Faithful If he says he seen hghts in the house late at night, 
I buy It” 

“Anything missing?” 

“Not that I could teU ” 

“Then why would anyone pussyfoot around m there in the 
middle of the mght?” 

Officer Barlowe, who was new to the Wrightsvflle force, 
decided that this was a rhetoncal question and consequently 
kept his mouth shut 

“I’d better take a run out there myself,” Newby decided 
“Meantime, Bari, you keep an eye peeled on that place, and 
pass the word along ” 

The next day the chief wrote to Inspector Queen “Moms 
Hunker reported seemg hghts^on m the Benedict main house 
Monday mght April 20, past midmght The old man claims 
he mvestigated—he woiddl—^but by the time he got mto the 
house the hghts had been turned off and he could not find 
anyone there I then went over the premises personally and 
found no evidence that anytfamg had been taken or even 
disturbed Whoever it was either bemg extra-careful or old 
Hunker imagined the whole thing, he is not as quick-mmded 
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as he used to be I thought, though, I had better let you and 
Ellery know about this ” 

“She wants to see me,” A1 Marsh said over the telephone 
“Naturally, I’m not gomg to see her alone Can you be pres¬ 
ent, Inspector Queen?” 

“Hold on a mmute,” the Inspector said “Ellery, Audrey 
Weston has called Marsh for an oppomtment Says she has 
somethmg important to tell him concemmg the Benedict 
estate Do you want to sit in?” , 

“Tallulah Revisited?” Ellery exclaimed “I certainly do.’ 
“Ellery will come, too,” the Inspector said mto his phone. 
“You figurmg on anyone else, Mr Marsh?” ^ 

“Leshe Carpenter. If it concerns the estate it concerns her. 
“When’s this for?” 

“Wednesday at two thirty, my office.” 

“Tomorrow?” 

“Yes” 

“We’ll be there ” The Inspector hung up ‘T wonder what 
the blonde’s got up her sleeve ” 

“I’m glad somebody has somethmg up something,” Ellery 
said “It’s been a most unsatisfactory case ” 

Marsh’s office was off Park Row, in an old set of buildmgs 
that reeked of musty estates and quill pens 

On his onginal visit, Ellery had nearly expected to see old 
gentlemen in Prmce Alberts stalkmg along the comdors, and 
bewhiskered clerks m leather cuff protectors, and green eye- 
shades toilmg away on high stools in Marsh’s office Instead, 
he had found sharp-loo kin g young mods m a stainless-steel 
interior, the latest mdirect lightmg, and a stricdy functional 
office Miss Smith, of course, was for all seasons 

“They’re in Mr. Marsh’s office waiting for you, Mr. Queen,” 
she said, sniffing twice m the course of the sentence 
Mr Queen’s only reference to Manhattan’s constipated traffic 
was by mdirection “How did they get here on time,” he 
asked, “by B-52?”, and allowed himself to be ushered into 
A1 Marsh’s private office Miss Smith immediately sat down in 
a comer of the room, crossed her formidable legs, and opened 
a notebook 

Ellery found one stranger in the assemblage, a man in his 
forties With eyes like steak knives and a complexion resem- 
blmg barbecued beef, m the general getup of an habitu6 
of the Playboy Club. This nian glanced accusmgly at his 
wnstwatch as Ellery entered, by which Ellery knew that he 
was present in the interests of Audrey Weston, at whose taut 
side he stood 

I bchevc the only one you don’t know is this gentleman. 
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EEery,” Marsh said. “Ellery Queen, Sanford Effing, repre¬ 
senting Miss Weston ” 

Ellery was about to offer his hand when Audrey’s attorney 
said, staccato, “Can we get down to it?” 

Marsh waved Ellery to a chair and reseated himself, to 
light one of his menthol cigarets “All right, Mr Effing. You 
do that” 

, Ellery began to pay the stnctest attention after a snule at 
httle L^lie Carpenter and a nod to his father. 

“From what Miss Weston’s told me about John Benedict’s 
Will,” the lawyer said, “there’s a rather queer phrasmg of a 
key clause I’d like you to quote me the exact language, Mr. 
Marsh, of the clause that refers to this Laura ” 

Marsh opened the top drawer of his steel desk and withdrew 
a Xerox copy of the Benedict holograph wilL He handed it 
to Effing 

‘Your recollection was correct, Miss Weston,” Effing said 
with satisfaction “Benedict left his residuary estate quote 
‘to Laura and any children’ unquote Mr Marsh, the phrase 
‘and any children’—^what exactly do you take that to mean?” 
“Any children by Laura,” Marsh said. 

“Ah, but it doesn’t say that, does it?” 

“What do you mean?” Marsh said, startled. 

“I mean it doesn’t say that, penod If Benedict had meant 
‘any children by Laura’ it’s our perfectly reasonable contention 
that he would have wntten ‘any children by Laura ’ ” 

“But that’s nonsense,” Marsh protested “What other chil¬ 
dren could Johnny have been refemng to but children pre¬ 
sumably resultmg from his contemplated mamage to this 
Laura?” 

‘To any children,” and Effing bared his large and shmy 
teeth, “that Benedict may have fathered by any mother what¬ 
soever.” 

“We know of no such children,” Marsh said firmly, but 
beginning to look doubtful 

“You’re gomg to find out about one of them, Mr Marsh, 
in three seconds Miss Weston, tell these people what you 
told me ” 

“I have a child,” the blond girl sard, speakmg for the first 
ume. The stagey woice quivered a httle “Johnny’s child ” 
She had been sitting with hands clasped and head lowered, 
but at this statement she made fists and looked up defiantly, 
/colorless eyes takmg on a gray sparkle, like jellyfish 
sudde^y touched by the sun. “And you don’t have to look at 
as if I were a monster from outer spacel It’s the 

truth ’ 


Your unsupported statement to that effect means less than 
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nothing to me as a lawyer, as ESing will tell you,” Marsh said 
sharply “For a claim as important as this, the surrogate is 
going to demand mdisputahle proof And even if you 
prove your allegation, in view of the rest of that paragraph in 
the will I’m not at all sure your mterpretation would stand 
up m court As far as my considerable knowledge goes 
speakmg not only as John Benedict’s attorney but as his cl(^e 
fnend as well—^he never so much as hmted to me that he 
was the father of a child by you ” 

“He didn’t know about it,” Audrey said. ‘He died not 
knowing Besides, Davy was bom after the divorce.” 

“Johnny didn’t notice you were pregnant?” 

“We separated before it showed ” 

“You never notified him you were carrying his child?” 
“Davy was conceived the last time Johnny and I 
intimate,” Audrey said. “Right after that we separated and he 
divorced me, I had my pnde, Al, and—okay—wanted re¬ 
venge, too I was goddam mad at the way he treated m^ 
tossmg me out of his life like I was—^like I was a pair of old 
shoes I I wanted to be able to tell him later in his life—when 
he wasn’t a cocky stud any more—^tell him that all these yeare 
he’d had a son he didn’t know a thing about . . . and wasn t 
going to" ,, 

“Indeed, Mr Congreve, Heav’n has no rage, and so forth, 
Ellery muttered, but nobody heard him 

"Now, of course,” EfiBng said smoothly, “with the father 
dead, the situation is quite diJfferent Why should the son of 
the father be demed his birthright, and all that jazz? I don’t 
have to go through the routine. Marsh You know how sur¬ 
rogates feel about the rights of infants. Regular old mammy- 
tigers, they are I’d say Miss Carpenter’s got something to 
worry about ” 

Ellery glanced at Leshe, but aside from a certam pallor 
she seemed serene 

“Tell us more about this child,” Inspector Queen said 
abruptly. ‘What’s his full name? When and where was he 
bom? Do you have custody of him? If not, where and with 
whom is he hvmg? That’s for openers ” 

'Hold it, Miss Weston,” EfiBng said, makmg like a trafiBc 
cop “I don’t think I’m going to let my client answer those 
questions right now. Inspector I’ll merely state for the record 
that the boy is known as Davy Wilkmson, Wdkifison being my 
client’s legal maiden name, Arlene Wilkinson—she took 
Audrey Weston’ as her stage name—” 

“Johnny didn’t know that, either,” Marsh said. ‘How 
come, Audrey?” 
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“He never asked me ” Her hands were back m her lap 
and her blond head was lowered agairu 
Marsh pursed his hps 

“Miss Weston felt she couldn’t adequately bring up her 
child and at the same time pursue a theatrical career, too, 

EfiBng went on. “So she gave the baby out for adoption im¬ 
mediately—in fact, the arrangements were settled before the 
birth—^but she knows where Davy is and she can produce 
huh on reasonable notice when necessary The people who 
adopted him are certainly as mterested m secunng hk legal 
rights and insuring his future as the natural mother is ” 

“The fact that she can produce the child,” Marsh said, “is 
a far cry from proving Benedict was its father.” 

“Then you’re going to fight this?” Effing asked with an un¬ 
pleasant smile 

“Fi^t? You have a peculiar idea of an attorney’s responsi¬ 
bilities I have an estate to protect. Anyway, m the long 
run it’s the surrogate you’re gomg to have to satisfy. So worry 
about impressmg him. Effing, not me I’ll have my secretary 
send you a transcript of this meetmg ” 

“Don’t bother ” Sanford Effing unbuttoned the three but¬ 
tons of his sharp suit coat A little black box hung there. 
“I’ve recorded the entire conversation.” 

When Audrey and her lawyer were gone, Marsh relaxed. 
“Don’t worry about this, Leshe. I don’t see how they can 
prove the boy is Johnny’s especially now that she’s admitted 
before witnesses that she never told Johnny about this Davy. 
That’s why I was careful to pinpoint that part of her testi¬ 
mony. The' will is perfectly clear about Johnny’s mtentions. if 
he was not married to I^ura at the time of his death, his 
estate was to go to you, Leslie, period Unless this Laura 
comes forward with proof of a mamage to Johnny, which 
seems very unlikely now, it’s my opmion you’re m the clear ” 
“That’s one of the difficulties a mere layman runs into,” 
Leshe said, “dealing with lawyers ” 

‘‘What is?” 

•n ^ meetmg of minds that isn’t aU fouled up 

quidnuncs and quiddities, or whatever your jabberwocky 
^ the least bit mterested in the law of this, Al. K 

I m conymced the Weston woman had a child by Johnny, as 
1 ? ^ ^ concerned that’s it In my lawbook the boy would 
^ cntiUed to his father’s estate, not me It’s true I’ve been 
makmg plans for the money—a certam project m East Harlem 
speciaUy set on—but I’m not gomg to break 
Ut-.. boohoo about it I've been cburchmouse poor and 
'^^PPn^tcd all my life, so I can put all this down to a 
'-am and go back to washmg out my nylons and hanging 
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them up to dry on the shower rail Nice seeing you again. 
Inspector, Mr Queen. And Miss Smith Just let me know 
how it all comes out, Al.” 

And with a smile Leslie left. 

“Now there is a gal,” Inspector Queen said “—if I were, 
say, thirty years younger—” 

“Almost too good to be true,” Ellery fretted When his 
father said, “What did you say, son?”, he shook his head, 
said, “Nothmg of importance,” and began to fumble with his 
pipe and the tobacco discovery he had just made by mail in 
a Vermont country store Everybody knew there was no par¬ 
ticular harm m smokmg a mild pipe tobacco if you didn’t 
inhale He got the briar fired up and drew a deep lungful of 
the aromatic smoke. 

“That’s all. Miss Smith, thank you,” Marsh was sa)nng; and 
Miss Smith stalked past fiie Queens to the ofiBce door Ellery 
thought he detected a certam twitch of her hip as she passed 
him “You know, there’s an irony m this development Bene¬ 
dict Senior’s will, as I told you, contamed an ambigmty that 
allowed Johnny to draw another five miUion every time he 
contracted a new mamage Now Johnny’s will—^I wish peo¬ 
ple would take lawyers’ advice about not trymg to wnte their 
own wills!—also contains an ambiguity he didn’t intend . . . 
1 wonder about this Davy.” 

“We can be all-fired certam Audrey Weston has a kid 
farmed out somewhere,” the Inspector said in the quamt slang 
of his youth “She’d have to be an idiot to try to pull a stunt 
like this based on nothmg but hot air. And EflBng doesn’t 
strike me as the kind of lawyer to take on a tough case that 
could drag along m the courts for years without somethmg 
good and solid behmd it. If Effing’s in on it, there’s a child, 
all right But that the child was Benedict’s, that Audrey never 
told him about it . . . The old man shook his head “I 

claim ties in, Mr Marsh, if it ties in at 
but one thing’s for sure we have to start with the fact. 

plan to establish that the boy is or isn’t Benedict’s 
son? ■’ 

^-1 establish either,” Marsh said “Proving the 

“ Jotoy’s 13 Effing’s problem.” 
fv. repeated with distaste. He unfolded from 

• ^ j defimtely. What—or who—next? Com- 

mg, dad?” 


universal holdups, muggings, assaults, 
other pubhc mdecencies it is a seldom- 
1 urban life that there is one class of citizen for 

m a e-night strolls m httle-frequented places of the city 
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hold no terrors; to the contrary, he positively looks forward 
to his midnight meander m the park 
And who is this hero, this paragon of courage? Some holder 
of the black belt? A just-retumed Congressional Medal of 
Honor winner, schooled to the wiliest tricks of Charlie? Alas, 
no He IS the robber, mugger, assailant, rapist, or man- 
slaughterer himself, who, like the vampire bat hanging m its 
cave, finds warmth and security where simpler creatures feel 
a shivermg fear 

Which explains why, in an early hour of Friday, April 24— 
‘ estimated as on or about 2 00 a m was the way a de¬ 
tective noted it later in his report—^Bemie Faulks walked mto 
Central Park (East) by the Fifth Avenue entrance immedi¬ 
ately south of the Museum of Art, and made his way with 
confidence to a certam clump of bushes hehmd the building, 
where he settled himself m the tallest one and at once merged 
With the shrubbery and the mght 

If Marcia Kemp’s husband felt any fears, they were cer¬ 
tainly not of the dark or of mghtmarish things like switch¬ 
blades at his throat, that side of the street had been 
thoroughly explored temtory to him smce his boyhood 
Still, there was tension m the way he stood and waited 
The moon was well down m the overcast sky; there was 
little light m the shadow of the museum, the air insmuated a 
sneaky chill 

Faulks wore no topcoat He began to shiver. 

And wait 

He shivered and waited for what seemed to him an hour. 
It was really ten mmutes later that he saw something take 
shape on the lampht walk he was watching It held its form 
for a moment, then glided mto the shadow of the museum and 
headed his way Faulks stood quite still now. 

**You there?” its voice whispered 

^e tension left him at once “You brmg the bread?” 
“Yes Where are you? It’s so dark—” 

Faulks stepped u^esitatmgly out of his bush “Give it to 
me ” 

He extended his hand 

There are soundless shneks m the darkness of such mo¬ 
ments, a dread implosion of more than mortal swiftness, that 
inform and alarm Faulks experienced these even as the new¬ 
comer did indeed give it to him—a bulbous envelope and 
immediately somethmg else For the Fox made as if to turn 
and run 

But he was too late, the knife had alrcad}' sunk into his 
bellj', blade up 

Faulks groaned, his knees collapsed. 



98 


THE LAST WOMAN IN HIS LIFE 

The knifer held the weapon, steady as the dying man fell. 
The weight of his body helped it slice down on the blade 
With the other hand Faulks’s assailant took back the 
envelope 

The knife landed almost carelessly on the body 
The murderer of Marcia’s husband stopped off rubber 
gloves, thrust gloves and envelope deeply away, then fled in 
a stroll northward toward an exit different from the place of 
entry to a humsome eye ]ust another foolhardy New 
Yorker defymg the statistics of Central Park’s nighttime crime. 


“Ellery? I’m over here.” 

Ellery went through the police line, blmking in the spot¬ 
lights, to where his father was talkmg to a uniformed man. 
The man saluted and left to jom the group of techmcians, 
scooter men, and other officers around the body. 

“That was the Park patrolman who found the body,” the 
Inspector said “You took your tune gettmg here ” 

“I’m not exactly full of zap at four o’clock m the morning. 
Anythmg?” 

“Not yet ” And the Inspector went mto a song and dance 
—a song of profamty and a dance of rage—and it was as if 
he had been savmg it aU up for his son’s arrival, preferring 
the thickness of blood to the thm edge of bureaucratic pro¬ 
tocol “Somebody’s going to catch it for this! I gave orders 
Bemie Faulks was to be staked out around the clock!” 

^fflow did he get away from his tad, and when?” 

Who knows when if we don’t know how? Probably over 
the roofs of next-door apartment buildmgs Velie had men 
posted back and front Roof—^nobody I’ll have his hide!” 

Aren’t you the one who’s always beefing about the man¬ 
power shortage m your department?” Ellery said. “Velie’s 
too old a hand to shp up on a routme thing like that unless 
ne^^ply bad no one to assign to the roof ” 

The Inspector confided m his mustache So all right That 
was e case. Helping that cow-pasture chief out. And at 
nait-rations personnelwise The truth was—he almost said it 
m audible awusation—it was all Ellery’s fault. For draggmg 
him up to WrightsviUe m the first place 
What?” the Inspector said 

repeated, “that this could be a comcidence ” 
How’s that again?” 

guys from puberty Who 
crawling u he’s made? I’m betting you’ll find them 

hLs every second rock My pomt is, dad, 

>. onight could have nothing to do with the Benedict 
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‘That’s right” 

^ But you don’t buy it” 

Inspector said again, “Any more than 

the lighted area, 

with emerged suddenly into the glare 

anchored on Marcia Kemp 
sized mam^ sergeant look like a normal- 

at a 4 a,m. pace 

happened, Mrs. 

^ dead.” She was mner-directed rather 
He^dfd^^/^2 E^^ery thought, or she was in shock. 

faottompr 1 ^ sot into wide- 

^ ^ ^ nautical shirt and thrown a short 

^th^coat over her shoulders She had not stopped to make 
up there were traces of cream on her cheeks and a towel 
nm turban-feshion about her head She was trying 

“Ra Trrof* r^J3 »l 


‘‘He was knifed 
derS?^^^” redhead blinked. “Murdered? 

“It could be hara-kiri. 


Mur- 


the luspector said flatlv “K he 

™tcMHad?v ^ murdered, a 

SO cntnm^ his killer had the nerve to drop on the body it’s 

prints A?p^vn And you can bet without finger- 

^ “Ye^ ^ identifymg your husband?” 

Whafa^my qu':Sio^"°'' ^ 

MSiattan^orf!y%i° —detectives from Homicide, 

IiaT and til J precinct—the officers stepped 

hesitation or fTar^/T at her late i^ouse without 

father couffiSnS 
the vic?iii ^ ® w^emotionaUy disciplined, or 

Examiner’s nffiop doctor from the Medical 

covered evprvth- ’ packing up, had 

and mouth ^ uig but the bead, and he had closed the eyes 
and mouth after the photographer took his pictures 

turn immpHfJ?! husband,” Marcia said, and did not 

because they almost 

appai-ent v~Sl ^ o^t—but not Marcia Kemp, 

at^him for f crushed rock, she looked down 

nim lor a fuU thirty seconds more, almost with cunosiny 
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then turned abruptly and finally away. “Do I go now, In¬ 
spector Queen?” 

“Are you up to answering a couple of questions, Mrs. 
Faulks?” he asked, very kindly 

“Not reaUy. I’m pooped, if you don’t mmd.” 

“Just a couple ” 

She shrugged 

“When did you see your husband last?” 

“We had dinner around seven thirty, eight o’clock. At 
home I wasn’t feehng well, so I went nght to bed—” 

“Oh? Didn’t have to call a doctor?” 

“It isn’t that kmd of unwell, Inspector. I get clobbered once 
a month.” 

“So you didn’t see him agam?” 

“That’s nght I dropped off to sleep I’d taken a pill ” 
“Did you happen to hear him leave your apartment?” 

“No ” 

“So you have no idea what time he left?” 

“No Please, Inspector That’s more than a couple, and 
I’ve got cramps ” 

“Just a couple more, and you’re through Did Bern say 
anythmg to you last mght about havmg to meet somebody, 
or havmg to go out, anyffimg like that?” 

“No ” 


“Was he m trouble of some kmd?” 

“I don’t know Bern was pretty uptight about his affairs ” 
“Even with you?” 

“Especially with me He says to me—^he used to say to ms 
^the less you know the less you’ll worry ” 

EUery said, “Who wanted to kiU him, Marcia?” 

She had forgotten he was there, or perhaps she had not 
Imown. It was he rather than his question that startled her. 
,, I don’t know of anybody. I really don’t ” 

welshed on a gambhng debt?” the Inspector 
su^ested. Or got m bad some other way with one or another 
of his playmates?” 

She shook her head “I really don’t” 

have any idea why he was knifed? Any at all?” 
“None at all 


Faulks Velie, take her home—^]ust anunute 
Prouty’s brisk young staff doctor aside. 
Ellery strolled along “What’s the verdict?” 

death on a prelim estimate as around 
two A M , give or take a half hour ” 

ihr. to suspect the knifing might not have been 

the cause of death?” 

“Didn’t you see that belly of his?” the young man from 
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“Though of course we’ll find out for 

‘'Nothing else?” 

‘^ot a thing. Anything here?” 

as a hn 7 Tt^/w so much 

°i! ¥^! ^ operator cool enough to leave 

SamS?rt Somg to lose his mono- 

grai^ed cigaret case on his way out” 

Okay, Inspector?” asked Sergent Velie 

awav^'^^^^^ nodded, and Velie marched the big widow 
ay The young doctor waved and trudged off 
^ery said, “She hed m her capped teeth ” 
rour manly mtuition?” his father inquu^d 

eithe?’ 

said it, I didn’t She knows something, Ellery ” 
commumcatmg agam after a gap m the generations 
vynat led you to your conclusion. Inspector Queen?” 

about her 

tw^vworked Vegas a long time She knows 
Fo^mighty sure she kept tabs on 

whTSf^^ re^onmg The only puzzle about Marcia is 
wny she mamed him m the first place ” EUery looked after 
me departed couple “Could love possibly go so far?” 

«T, Or if I ever did I’ve forgotten ” 

keep her on a short leash, dad ” 

she s^s\e^ everything she does and everybody 

Marsh?” 

Inspector shivered. 

^ t? ^ Getting old ” 

procInrmS sleep and he’s cold and tired,” EUery 

cSSe^ “How decrepit can you ge^ 

“Wittf’ take you home and tuck you mto bed ” 

“Sr J ^ toddy, his father said, hopefuUy 
mth a toddy.” 

mor^g the autopsy report was in from the 
standml Examiner s office, and by Fnday evenmg the little 
We<:tnn\^^^ of suspects had been checked off Audrey 
nrevinttc ^ l^ded a part m an off-Broadway production the 

tentatively called A, B, C, D. E, F 
bardT7^° she had been home alone Thursday night, she said. 
Ticmoif studymg her five sides No confirmation Alice 
villtT been m New York, not Wrights- 

ne bad driven down on Thursday and registered at a 
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midtown hotel, she was in Manhattan, she said, to see Al 
Marsh on a matter connected with Johnny-B, an estate matter 
“It’s a long drive and I was tuckered out,” the report quoted 
Miss Tierney “So I went to bed very' early.” She had at¬ 
tempted to reach Marsh by telephone before turning in, she 
stated, but had been unsuccessful (There was a record of her 
call at the hotel, and it was also confirmed by Esteban.) 
Marsh had gone out Thursday evenmg for a big night on the 
town, he said (he was m bad shape, the report said), his date 
was a stunning showgirl whose career had been launched in 
the centerfold of Playboy and who had zoomed from there 
mto millionaire dates, however, m the course of their rounds 
she had ditched him for a certam Italian movie director who 
had muscled m on Marsh at a notorious disco—the details 
were m the Fnday morning newspapers, featurmg the director 
with his ample bottom esconced m a bass drum, throwing up 
from a nght to the solar plexus—after which Marsh had pro¬ 
ceeded to go solo pub-crawlmg Subsequent details were 
vague in his memory Estdban had poured him mto bed 
about 3 30 A M An attempt to log his course through the 
bars of after-midmght Manhattan proved spotty and unsatis¬ 
factory. 

“It’s just like in one of your books,” Inspector Queen' 
grumbled. “You’d think once one of the suspects would have 
an ahbi that could be proved and elimmate her Or him, 
damn it But no. Foxy Fauks was knifed between one thirty i 
and two thirty, and not one of the three can prove where 
they were—” 

“He was,” Ellery corrected automatically. 

“—so we’re back where we started from. Maybe you were 
nght, EUery.” 

‘T was? About what? I can’t think of anythmg recently ” 
About Faulks’s murder havmg no thin g to do with the, 
Benedict case ” 

“Nonsense ” 

‘You brought it up yourself I” 

One has to cover eveiythmg,” Ellery said stiffly, and 
he werit back to puUmg his nose He was actually engaged 
m ms favonte exercise m futility these days, trymg to solve 
he tny^ry of the clothmg .thefts from Audrey Weston, 
Marcia Kemp, and Alice Tierney. It aU seemed like ancient 
hn ory by now, and he was beginning to feel like an m- 
a equately funded archeologist, but the dig went on, secretly, 
m head, where no one else could trespass 

1 , 0 l^fow,” EUery said to little Leslie Carpenter, “if I 
hadnt met you m a case I’d ask you for a date ” 
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“What a horrid thing to say.” 

“Horrid?” 

“You imply that I’m a suspect in Johnny’s death ” 

“I was only stating a prmciple,” Ellery said, bathing 
sybantically in the blue warm pools of her extraordmary eyes. 
“It’s bad policy to enter into a personal relationship with 
someone you’ve met m the course of a continumg mvestiga- 
tion. Muddies the t hinkin g Makes waves where dead calm is 
called for By the way, do you consider yourself a suspect in 
Johnny’s death?” 

“Certainly not! I was talkmg about you ” 

“Let’s talk about you You know, I never thought I could 
go for a halfpmt, speakmg femalewise.” 

‘You are not a groove, EUery Queen!” 

They were m A1 Marsh’s outer office, waiting for Audrey 
Weston Marsh was trying to get nd of a client who was 
overstaying his appointment Inspector Queen sat restively 
nearby, munchmg Indian nuts in heu of lunch 
Ellery was about to launch himself splash mto the pools 
when the client reluctantly departed Marsh beckoned Leslie 
and the Queens into his private office 
‘What’s this one all about, Mr Marsh?” the Inspector 
demanded “Seems to me I spend more time in your office 
than in mme ” 

‘Tt’s Audrey, as I told Ellery over the phone ” Marsh 
swung a tier of law books out and it became a bar ‘Trovmg 
that the law isn’t always as dry as it sometimes seems Dnnk, 
anyone? Don’t usually mdulge dunng office hours—^Miss 
Smith doesn’t approve—^but I think I’ll make an exception 
ffiis afternoon I’m still not over that hauy night last Thurs- 
day, and I have a feelmg I’m gomg to need it ” He poured a 
“I can recommend the Irish, Inspector ” 

‘I’m workmg,” the Inspector said bitterly 

‘I’m not,” Ellery said 

‘‘Les7” 

‘No, thanks,” Benedict’s heir said with a shudder 
T mean,” Ellery went on, “there are no regulations on 
]ob Sorry, dad Irish and soda, A1 Did you know that 
the Irish invented whiskey? The English didn’t find out about 
d till the twelfth century, when Henry the Second’s boys 
invaded the sod and came back with a few stolen hogsheads 
Thank you, sir To Henry the Second’s boys ” When he had 
drunk a healthful draught Ellery said, “What does Tallulah 
want*?” 

Tf you mean Audrey, she didn’t call this meeting, I did 
Marsh ht a menthol cigaret. “I’ve dug out some information 
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on this paternity claim of hers. While we’re waitmg—did 
you know that Alice Tierney’s m town?” 

“We know,” the Inspector said, sourly this time. “Is it a 
fact that she’s visitmg New York to see you?” 

“Let’s see, ^s is Monday ... I saw her Friday, Inspector,” 
the lawyer said “I didn’t teU you people about it because I 
knew I’d be seemg you today.” 

“I hope you aren’t gomg to pull one of those ‘this is a 
lawyer-chent confidence’ thmgs,” Ellery said 

“Not at all Miss Tierney has come up with what the Little 
Flower used to call a ‘beaut * She had the gaU to claim— get 
this—that Johnny promised her the WrightsviUe property, the 
buildmgs and the land, as a gift.” 

“Oh, dear,” Leshe said “She sounds desperate.” 

“No proof, I take it.” 

so nght, Ellery She has no evidence of any kind 
to back up her story It isn’t plausible on the face of it—did 
she expect me to swallow it? Anyway, I told her as politely 
as I could to stop wastmg my time and hers. Yes, Miss 
Smith?” 


Miss Weston and Sanford Effing had arrived, the blonde 
nervous, EflSng narrow-eyed and s niff y, searchmg for clues 
hke a bloodhound When they were seated and everyone had 
got over the stram of being pohte, Marsh (who had restored 
wml before their entrance to its lawbook look) said, “Take 
^ down. Miss Smith. Is your tape recorder on. Effing? 
^ood IVe done some pokmg mto your chent’s allegation 
at she had a child by John Levering Benedict the Third 
whom she placed for adoption.” 

said^verel^^ allegation is true,” Audrey’s lawyer 

found that her allegation—as it legally affects the 

false,” Wh said. 

soS named Davy Wilkin- 

rrotectim I as well, but in the child’s 

CcdS soT” *’"* “ “nfidential-but Davy ts not John 

|He is, he isl” Audrey cned 

^ handle this?” Effing asked m a pained 
know ” Marsh, and she ought to 


I have ^ Weston seems confused 

jDavy was bom° records of the hospital where 

o/fer the d'lte f ^ eleven months and three days 

TposMav T Manifestly we have a mantai 

mipossibihty. I ihmk, Mr. Effing, youffi have to agree that 
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there’s no point to pursuing tliis further. Unless Inspector 
Queen wishes to do so*’” 

“If^you’re implying that there’s attempted fraud here, Coun¬ 
selor, Sanford Effing stated icily, “I not only resent the im¬ 
plication on Miss Weston’s behalf, but on my own as an attor¬ 
ney I wouldn’t have taken this case if I didn’t have every 
r^on to beheve my client’s claim to be the substantive truth, 
lao think she’s been unwise to insist—” 

Marsh said, smiling. 

10 insist what, Effing?” 

Please clear up that date situation. Miss 
w^ton, here and now You have no choice ” 

went mto an elaborate hand-twistmg routine “I 
amt want anyone to know ... I mean, it was like—^hke 
stripping myself naked in pubhc ...” 

Come on. Miss Weston,” Efl5ng said sternly, “it’s too late 
lor modesty.” 

Tro intimate for the last time before the di¬ 

vorce because I was ashamed to admit that Johnny and I had 
^ on a number of occasions after the—after the decree.” 

began to look stormy. “But that’s 
rnn,fS .^’®°^®^P“®^'8btyGod We did. It happened 
apartment, but once m his car ... oh, it’s too 
emoa^smgl Anyway, on one of those intime occasions ht- 

hLved^pnTi''°w^S‘^- ’ • •” seas 

woiUd drowning EUery’s hopes that the blonde 

“fatherless ” noun “baby” the traditional adjective 

discomposure moved m to overhang the 

a fish wbtiA Smith, whose mouth had been imitating 

LSits^^S the proceedmgs, shut it and 

With considerable compression. 

nor’easter to blow itself out 

for old Y attorney won’t teU you this I’ll have to, 
show °° °ther reason Even if you can 

your d^n y®^ ^tid Johnny engaged in sexual intercourse after 
father that would not m itself prove that he was the 

mantet made up the whole story, post- 

from Tnii ^ reasonably sure I’d have known 

divorce SPe ^ sleeping together after the 

divulve ni,Ki-°i things he confided m me—which I won’t 
susnecf ^ ^ unless you force me to—your story is highly 

d^I have J taUy with his feelmgs about you-- 

I have to say it?—especially sexually.” 
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“You have no nght to make a judgment before all the facts 
axe ml” her lawyer shouted. 

“I have every nght to my personal opimon, Eflong. At any 
time. However, I see no pomt in denymg it that’s gomg 
to be my professional opimon as well, unless you come up 
with legal proof of your Ghent’s claim that Mr. Benedict was 
the father of her child.” 

Audrey howled, “You haven’t heard the end of this, you 
shysterl” She was all the way off-stage now, bemg Arlene 
Wilkinson. 

Effing rushed her out 
“Bad,” Ellery said “Very bad ” 

“I thought it turned out very well myself,” Marsh said. 
“Certainly for old Les here ” 

“I’m speakmg of Audrey’s performance ” 

“Oh, I can’t help feeling sorry for the poor thing,” Leshe 
said “Call me a square, but she is a mother—” 

“A mother,” Marsh said dryly, “who’s trymg a con game.” 
**You don’t know that, A1 Johnny might have—” 

TSfot a chance, dear heart. See here, do you want this 
estate or don’t you? I thought you had aU sorts of socially 
progressive plans for the money.” 

‘ I do’” And the pools blazed from their depths “What 
I want to do first—” 

Excuse me. Miss Carpenter,” Inspector Queen said, jump¬ 
ing up The New York City pohce department has all sorts 
or progressive plans for my services Mr. Marsh, from now 

on how about you don’t caU me. I’ll call you? Okay? Ellery, 
you coming?’’ 

“You go on ahead, dad,” Ellery said “I have all sorts of 
Pf^^Sressive plans myself May I see you home, LeS" 

he? Or wherever you’re bound?” 


his anxiety to get the Benedict case off 

^vherc_hi^ relieved Nothmg was gomg any- 

weltermrr m bogged down m the Faulks mvestigation, 

whose nnmr«: enemies of Marcia Kemp’s late husband 

sleuth had proved to be legion—and the old 

could cct barV there it would exhaust itself, so that he 

“n“’dcro®d'thc^g;.^TN™rYj;^ " 

^^th Enery these days 
an acid head i! wild, look, something like 

conveyed httlf' Titu frequently making noises that 

^vh tTatu^ bis father asked him 

nut-' Onc^ he del be would shake his head and become 
u. Once be delivered himself of an mtcUigiblc reply, or 
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at least a reply composed of mtelligible components “It’s the 
women’s clothes, and something else Why can’t I remember 
that somethmg else? How do you remember what ^^ou’ve for¬ 
gotten? Or did I forget it? You saw it, too, dad. Why can’t 
you remember?” 

But the Inspector had stopped listening “And why don’t 
yoM take that Carpenter girl out agam?” the Inspector said. 
“She seems like good medicine for you.” 

“That’s one hell of a reason to take a girl out,” Ellery said, 
glanng. “As if she were a prescription!” 

There matters stood when the caU came mto Centre Street 
from Chief of Bohce Newby. Inspector Queen immediately 
dialed his home number 
“Ellery? We have to run up to Wnghtsville ” 

“What for? What’s happened?” Ellery asked, yawning 
He had spent a rousmg night with Leslie at a series of semi- 
on the subject of “Economic Solutions to the Problems 
®^^Hrban Obsolescence.” 

“Newby just phoned from up there He says he’s solved 
mystery of those hghts old Hunker saw in the Benedict 
house ” 

Wes? What’s the answer? Mice in the wiring?” 

The I^ector snorted. “He wouldn’t say. Sounds miffed 
oy what’s gomg on down here Or rather what isn’t He 
seems to feel that weTe neglecting him He just said if we 
^ what he’s turned up, we know where he is.” 

^^^Doesn’t sound like Anse,” Ellery said, but perhaps it did. 
What did he know about Anselm Newby, or anyone else, for 
Life was but a dream, and so forth 
Iney got off the plane at a late evenmg hour of Sunday, 
May 3, and no Wnghtsville police car awaited them. 

Didn’t you notify Newby’s office what plane we’d be on?” 
■tospector Queen demanded 
‘T thought you did.” 

At least Newby didn’t ignore us deliberately. Cab!” 

^e chief was off duty, the desk man buzzed him at home, 
the Inspector thou^t—aloud—^that he took ins sweet 
time gettmg to headquarters The cMePs greeting was cor- 
hut unmistakably on the cool side „ 

I haven’t made up my min d yet what to do about her, 
Newby said. “On the one hand, I can’t see the advantage m 
chargmg her—„ 
“Do about who?” Inspector Queen asked. “Charge who/ 
“Didn’t I tell you?” Newby asked calmly “It’s Alice 
nsy my man Barlowe caught m the Benedict house late ^ 
mght. She’s the one who’s been makmg with the mi rug 
hghts. It’s a cockamamie story she tells, just v 
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make me wonder if it mightn’t be true Frankly, I don’t 
know whether she’s gone off her rocker, or what ” 

“What story, Anse?” Ellery asked “You’re bcmg damned 
emgmatic,” 

“Didn’t mean to be,” the chief said, Yankee-style “Maybe 
you better hear it from her direct Jqe, buzz Miss Tierney’s 
place and if she’s home ask her to come down to HQ right 
off, the Queens want to talk to her If she’s out, try and find 
out where we can reach her ” 

‘Why don’t we go to her?” Ellery suggested “It might be 
better tactics ” 


“She’ll come,” Newby said grimly. “After that yam of 
hers, she owes me ” 

Alice stalked in fifteen mmutes later 

“When the Queens command, httle old commoner Alice 
obeys,” she said coldly. It seemed to Ellery that she had 
been drinkmg “It’s all nght, Chief, you don’t have to stand 
up with the royalty and be pohte Not after last night ” 
“Miss Tiemey, you were caught trespassmg on private 
property What did you expect Officer Barlowe to do, kiss 
your hand? I could have charged you with breaking and en- 
termg I still caul” 


Of the two, Newby was the more obviously agitated (EI- 
guessed why in a moment Alice Tiemey was a nice 
Wnghtsville girl from a mce WrightsviUe family Nice 
WnghtsviUe girls from mce Wnghtsville famlies were not 
prowling about other people’s empty houses m the 
^ddle of the mght Like most small-town pohce chiefs, 
Wewby was a defender of the rmddleclass faith ) Not that 
Ali^ was serene Her normally unheated eyes had acquired 
^ y igmtion She radiated hostihty 

+ait Ellery said “No reasonvwhy we can’t 

thrmioVi Without fireworks Why have you been going 
^ house when you thought you wouldn’t be 
seen? mat have you been looking for?” 

^ Didn t Chief Newby teU you?’’ 

Sit down, Ahce Please?” 

offered “Vr./ v ^°ssed her head and took the chair he 

Marsh abnnt time, I suppose, that I told Al 

me to have the w ^o^^nin promise to me? That he wanted 
me to have the Wnghtsville property?” 

“Miss Tiemey°’^ the\^^ Hughed m my face, practically?” 
attomev m r Inspector said “Did you expect the 

ously, backed up by nmhS^burv^^^^ ^ 

y rung out your unsupported word?” 
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“I won’t argue with you. Inspector Queen. With anybody. 
I’m convinced there’s proof’" 

"What kmd?” 

“A note, some paper or other signed by Johnny leaving 
the property to me We got along beautifully during our 
marriage—^lots better, he told me, than he got along with 
Audrey and Marcia I really don’t understand why he di¬ 
vorced me’ He’d keep tellmg me how much he appreciated 
the nursmg care I gave him after his automobile accident, how 
—entirely aside from our original agreement—^he was going 
to leave the Wnghtsville real estate to me I naturally ex¬ 
pected he would do it m his will But he didn’t, so I’m con¬ 
vinced he must have done it m some other paper, something 
he tucked away in the mam house somewhere I knew nobody 
would beheve me—I appealed to A1 Marsh against my better 
judgment That’s why I said nothmg about it at the will ses¬ 
sion, and why I’ve been lookmg for the paper by myself late 
at night ” 

For the first time her voice rose. 

'7 want It My weekly mcome is stopped, I haven’t in¬ 
herited that lump sum from Johnny—^I’m entitled to salvage 
somethingf He meant that property for me, it’s mme, and 
I’m gomg to have it'” 

In a blink it occurred to Ellery—^in the way a film shifts 
from scene to scene—that Alice Tierney was not the starched 
and stable angel of mercy of his comfortable characterization. 
The people who held feelmgs in as a matter of training and 
even nature were the ones who had most, under stress, to let 
out, and Alice was not far from the bursting pomt. 

"My men and I went all through that house,” Chief Newby 
said wearily “You’re not gomg to find what we couldn’t. Miss 
Tierney.” 

“How about the guest cottage?” EUery suggested. “Any 
chance that Johnny left something there, Anse?” 

Newby shook his head "Bari—^Barlowe—and I searched 
the cottage today Nothing domg ” 

And if Marsh had found anythmg like that in Benedict’s 
papers,” Inspector Queen remarked, “he’d have to have men¬ 
tioned It ” 

I suppose I ought to check with him , maybe you ought 
to do it. Inspector ” Newby added, not without a gleam in 
his eye, ‘New York, y’know,” as if Manhattan Island were 
Richard Queen’s personal property 

The Inspector found Marsh at home entertaining, from 
the background sounds of revelry Ellery gathered from his 
father’s end of the conversation that Marsh was not exactly 
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overjoyed at the interruption. The Inspector hung up scowl- 

iog , , 

“He says no such paper exists anywhere in Benedicts cr- 
fects or he’d have let us know right away He’s sore that I 
even questioned him about it Awfully touchy all of a sud¬ 
den ” 

“That doesn’t sound like the AI Marsh I knew,” Ellery 
said “Could he have fallen m love?” 

“Then some girl is lucky,” Alice said bitterly. “Outside of 
his damned sense of professional ethics Al is a pretty wonder¬ 
ful guy. He’d never promise a girl somethmg and then for- 
get” 

“Forget is the word, Miss Tierney,” Newby said. “Thats 
what I’m gomg to do Why don’t you do likewise and run 
along? I’m not charging you with anything, so you’re in the 
clear ” He rose “Do you have your own car, or do you want 
one of my boys to run you home?” 

“I’ll manage, thank you.” 

When she was gone Inspector Queen remarked, “That was 
a big nothing.” 

“WeU,” the chief said, ‘T’m sorry I dragged you gentlemen 
up here ” 

“I didn’t mean it that way! Look, Newby, we seem to 
have got off on the wrong four feet—” 

“It just seemed to me you ought to talk to her yourselves, 
Inspector, that’s alL” 

“You were perfectly right. If police work was a success a 
hundred percent of the time, what fun would it be?” 

Plenty!” Newby said, and he grinned and they shook hands 
all around 


It was too late to book a flight back to Boston and New 
York, so the Queens plodded across the Sunday-mght-deserted 
quare (which was round) and checked mto the Hollis for 
toe mght They bought toothbrushes and toothpaste at the 
cigar counter, washed up, and went down to the mam dining 

restaurant held about six other people, 
ne ^net s Spetaal (which from expenence Ellery maintained 
was the only dish on the menu that was ever edible) was all 
they had to settle for two almost snortmg steaks, 
Which the Inspector’s dentures could not negotiate. They got 
ba^to then room scarcely on speakmg terms 
+V. were just taking then shoes off m the silence when 
Mo, Ellery said, “Big deduction commg up: 

^ else knows where we are?” and answered it. 

It was Newby, 

“If you’re undressed, dress. If you’re still dressed, stay 
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that way III pick you up in front of the Holbs m two and a 
half minutes ” 

“What now, Anse?” 

“Tiemey Rides Agam. Barlowe just spotted her sneaking 
into the Benedict grounds He radiophoned in ” 

“You know what that kook is doing?” the young officer 
exclaimed when they pulled up at the Benedict house, he had 
been waitmg for them m a rhododendron bush “She’s trymg 
to break mto the whozis—that little stone house where Bene¬ 
dict IS buned I’d have stopped her. Chief, but you said not 
to do anythmg till you got here—” 

“The mausoleum?’* Ellery said, and they all ran, led by 
Barlowe with his oversized flashlight 
It was like somethmg out of Wuthering Heights in the 
cloudy mght 

She had pned the heavy mausoleum door open with a 
crowbar, and she was inside, m the hght of a kerosene lan¬ 
tern, among the withered flowers, strugglmg with the hd of the 
bronze casket It took Barlowe and Ellery to wrench her 
away, and Newby had to jump m to help hold her. 

“Alice, please, you mustn’t do anythmg like this,” Ellery 
panted “’^y don’t you be a good girl and calm down? We 
can go outside and talk this over—” 

“Let—^go—of me!” she screeched “I know my rights! He 
promised me! The note has got to be m the coffiiL It’s the 
only other place it could be .. 

Her face was ngid, a mask of flesh, the eyes hardly human. 
Officer Barlowe stopped off his blue coat and they wrapped 
it about her as a makeshift restrainmg sheet, lashmg the 
sleeves at her back. 

four men earned her from the mausoleum on the top 

fbe lull, across the meadow m the dappled dark, to the 
^dio car The chief relayed a call for an ambulance from 
Wnghtsville General through the headquarters switchboard, 
and they held her down and waited. 

There was httle conversation. Her screams were too de¬ 
manding 

May dragged by, gomg nowhere 

The hunt for the elusive Laura limped, hesitated, and 
finally came to a halt Whoever the mystenous woman named 
m Johnny Benedict’s will was, she had either taken refuge 
m a mountamtop cave or decided she wanted no truck with 
a murder case 

In which event,’’ Ellery said, "Johnny never married her, 
as we’ve mamtamed all along So she gets nothing out of 
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revealing herself except publicity, which she evidently wants 
none of ” 

“Unless ...and Inspector Queen stopped. 

“Unless what, dad?” 

^TSfothing What thoughts I get these days are pretty wild ” 
You mean unless Laura killed Johnny for a motive wc 
have no lead to yet?” 

“I told you It was wild ” 

“Maybe not so wild. It would explain why she hasn’t turned 
up ... I wish I knew,” Ellery groaned “Then I could get 
some work done ” His novel-m-bemg felt hke the cliffhanger 
1 uiovie-serial days; it was tied helplessly to the track 
whrie ^ deadhne came hurtimg down on it like Old 77 
p, ^ P orGy opened in a converted pizzeria on 

Hieecker Street to a scathing review in the Post, a series of 
witticis^ m the News, silence from the Times, and a rave 
notice m the Village Voice. All went into detail about the 
i nude scene (the Voice's descnption was matter-of- 

wVi ®^hcit about Miss Audrey Weston’s blond charms, 

^ apparently overshadowed those of the rest of the ladies 
Q'Dn u sheer volume) The play began to do an 

Weston, interviewed by one of the East 
papers, ^id “Until now I have as a matter of pro- 
^ ^ personal integnty rejected any role that 

^iiea on me to appear m the nude But Ah-Bababa’s produc- 
viPWPr kettle of fish, dahhng {Sure, the inter- 

thpafnp^ si^ected, it stinks ) It positively shmes m this dull 
mtervipwpr^-^t°^ what stinking fish do, all right, the 

or no Hntv. ) I’m proud to be a part of it, clothes 

striDtens^p ^ * {Stay m your pad and have your chick do a 

cheaper ) 

Wilkint;nn nothmg more from Miss Weston, nee Arlene 
alleged nateiriiS^^r attorney, Sanford Effing, about the 
adoptive^Johnny-B m re Davy Wilkinson, infant. 
Queens and a ^ unrevealed. The consensus of Marsh, the 
was thk from the District Attorney’s office 

either fl'i must have advised his chent 

hell of the ronrt stood a chance m the 

that she did nn/^’ regardless of the juridical odds, 

ho a long^awninri the scratch to finance wLt could only 
fee). For Miss (meanmg chiefly the attorney’s 

appeared was ^ source of income these days, it 

better From unexpected turn for the 

at Benedict’s mancni ^PPearance that Sunday night 

had gone ofl if that she 

b on me deep end beyond rescue, he had seen psychot- 
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ics m the “dilapidated” cells of mental hospitals with the same 
liverish bps and wild-animal glare But she made a remark¬ 
able recovery in the psychiatnc ward of the WrightsviUe Gen¬ 
eral Hospital. She was a patient there, behind bars, for two 
weeks under the care of Dr. P. Langston Minikm, chief of 
the hospital’s psychiatric service, after which he had her 
transferred to a nursing home m Connhaven, where she re¬ 
mained for another two weeks and was then discharged in 
the custody of her parents and elder sister Margaret, who 
was also a registered nurse Dr. Minikm diagnosed Alice as a 
schizophrenic personahty, but the episode itself, he said, was 
a hystenc seizure, probably isolated, and not likely to be re¬ 
peated except under very extreme pressure. 

Dr Mmikm told Clhef Newby, “She seems resigned now 
to the fact that Benedict either forgot his promise or changed 
his mind—at any rate, that he left no written authorization or 

^Gcord for the transfer of the property at his death 
She’s a bit withdravm over what she considers the raw deal 
he gave her, but m my opinion she’s already managed a good 
adjustment, and in amazingly fast time I don’t believe Alice 
Will do any more prowling, Anse ” He hedged his bet “She 
may do other things, but not that” It was not conducive to 
Newby’s peace of mind 

But the really astonishmg development of the month was 
ne announcement that Marcia Kemp Benedict Faulks was 
mmg unto herself a fourth surname. 

It Was not so much the fact iself that was to be marveled 
at m this age of multiple marriages as the identity of the 
ucKy man EUery hardly believed the evidence of his eyes as 
daily reports of his father’s detectives and their 
mirmation in the gossip and society columns 

„ j romance was burgeomng between the ex-Vegas redhead 
and A1 Marsh 

‘Not that it’s any of my affair,” Ellery said at a three-way 
mner m a hideaway East Side restaurant one night toward 
e end of May, “but how in Cupid’s name did it happen? 
never caught even a glimpse between you and Marcia of 
any romantic mterest. On the contrary, I thought you disliked 

each other” . ^ ^ 

J^Tcia’s hand groped, and Marsh engulfed it. 

You learn to hide thmgs,” the lawyer smiled. ‘'Especially 
When you’re the attorney in the triangle, and more especially 
have to cover up is the McCoy ” , _ , 

h Ellary said. “You and Marcia—^behind Johnny 


Marsh’s smile widened. 

Hardly,” Marcia said. “I found out 


that A1 ought to be 
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carrying an Equity card. I thought he detested me That’s 
why I always tried to give him a hard time You know how 
broads are ” 

“Look,” Marsh said. “I couldn’t cut in on Johnny either 
for personal or professional reasons I had to suppress my 
feelings I shoved them so deep I was hardly aware I had 
them, or I’d have married Marcia soon after Johnny divorced 
her He met her through me, you know. I was in love with 
her when to Johnny all she was was a marriage of con¬ 
venience ” 

The redhead squeezed his hand “I know it’s only a few 
weeks smce Benue died, but that marriage was from hunger 
^I was on the rebound from Johnny, I’d known Benue 
Faulks in the Vegas crowd, and you’ve got to admit Bern was 
loaded with S A ...” 

don’t have to apologize, dear heart,” Marsh said 
It was a mistake, Ellery, and Marcia and I see no reason to 
waste any more of our hves Dessert, baby?” he asked her 
as ^e waiter hovered. 

Gawd, nol A bnde has to think of her architecture, es¬ 
pecially when she’s built like the George Washington Bridge 
to start With ” 

Further prying was obviously futile Ellery gave up 
It was to be a private weddmg m Marsh’s Sutton Place 
upl^, even the date was kept from the press. The few 
mends Marsh mvited—^Marcia said she had none she could 
^were pledged to secrecy and asked to come quietly 
o he apartment at two o’clock on the afternoon of Sunday, 

moment Marcia decided to ask Audrey 
Weston and Alice Tierney—‘T know it’s bitchy of me,” 
^ want to see their faces when A1 and I 
re hitchedl (To her chagnn Alice declmed on the excuse 
ner recent illness, Audrey did not bother even to respond.) 

guests were Leslie Carpenter, Miss 

and the Queens 

^ Justice Marascogm of the State 
felt an friend of the Marsh family (EUery 

he had h ^*^^mary relief on bemg introduced to the judge, 
to expectmg—when he heard that a judge was 

Chie <^remony—^the appearance of old Judge Mc- 

mvesticrat.n ^ nuptials that climaxed his last 

thi<; ttiT^ +i!t concluded on such a cataclysmic note ) But 
no cataclysm came, performed, and left with 

forty-five mmutes later 

of aJJ happened, the accumulating clich& 

Ot au such affairs—“Isn't it June today? She’s a Jwe bridel” 
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—^the June bride’s iularity wben someone exclaimed over the 
first champagne toast after the raan-and-wife pronoimcement, 
“Why, now your name is Marcia Marsh How quaint*”—and 
the actmg out of the small roles Judge Mafascogm’s unfor¬ 
tunate lisp, through which “Marcia” sounded uncomfortably 
hke “Martha,” as if the groom were marrymg another woman 
entirely, and the sibilants m the marriage service seemed m- 
creased a hundredfold, makmg everyone nervous anticipating 
the next one; the peaceful, almost imperceptible, way m which 
Miss Smith got smashed on her boss’s champagne and even¬ 
tually salted her glass over the death of her hopes (was there 
ever a homely secretary to a man as Marlboro-handsome as 
A1 Marsh who did not secretly cherish such hopes?)— col- 
lapsmg m Ellery’s arms weeping her lost love, having to be 
laid on the groom’s bed (by tihe bnde) making Ellery wonder 
just how smashed she really was, the merriment over the 
weddmg cake (not a creation of the great Louis, who was not 
a baker but a chef, an ex-colleague of his, who was a baker, 
bad created it at Louis’s command), the traditional awk¬ 
wardness of the first bride-and-groom two-handed shce, and 
the bnde’s quite expert subsequent solo performance with the 
cake knife . until, as it has been noted, some forty-five mm- 
utes later, when the cake was one-third gone and EUery foimd 
himself, through no conscious design he could recall, alone 
With it Alone with it the others havmg eaten their fill and 
scattered throughout the duplex 
The slices had all been taken from the two lowest tiers of 
the cake, leavmg the upper tiers intact 

Highest of all, on the eminence, like triumphant mountain- 
climbers, stood the stiff little plastic figures of the bnde and 
groom m their sugar-frosted canopy 

The little couple stared up at him crookedly In slicing the 
^ke Marcia had accidentally touched them and the canopy 
bad slipped; they stood a bit askew. 

Something popped m Ellery’s head 
Like a tiny smoke-bomb 

The smoke drifted about, brushing his thoughts, dissipating, 
'Vanishing—^thc same elusive thmg he bad failed to grasp in 
Benedict’s 'Wnghtsville bedroom and elsewhere, later, m an- 
noymg retrospect The something he had seen but failed to 
notice The something he had not been able to grasp 

But this time he grasped it 

He grasped it when in an act not really of ^olltion, Ellery 
reached out m an absent way to straighten the surrogate bride 
ami groom m their canopy Pcrh''ps he w.as thinking too hard, 
or not thinking at all, or alternating bctvicen dc^perition and 
dcsp-iir, irj e\cnt, the plastic couple jicgled out of their 
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base and the little groom fell to the rug 

Leaving the bride alone in the canopy. 

Ellery frowned his displeasure 

This is wrong, he thought He hoped, for A1 Marsh’s sake, 
,that the fall was not symbohc. There had been marriage fail¬ 
ures enough in this case 

That was Ellery’s first thought 

His second was to bring the couple together again. Nat- 
urahy. Was there ever a more sinful moment for separation 
^d disruption? The little bride stood so bravely forlorn in 
her canopy. And the little groom looked so doleful and 
deserted lying on the floor, so out of things, so robbed of the 
spirit of nuptial joy. 

Therefore Ellery stooped to pick up the groom and restore 
him to his rightful place. 

That was when the lightning struck; the lightning that— 
as on past occasions, if he was lucky—ripped through the 
overcast of the long dry spell and shattered the air clear. 


he said 


Weve got to go up to Wnghtsville nght away,’ 
^^tor_ Queen “Or I’ve got to go if you can’t.’' 
fro ^ drawn the Inspector onto Marsh’s terrace, away 
rtf ^ others. New York sparkled in the sun It was one 

t- j rarely beautiful days Marsh—or Marcia—^had 
picked a good one, all ri^t 

Irispector Queen said. 

TSfo questions?” 

Ifc father shrugged. 

I tkat transparent?” 

I m your old man.” 

caU her?” 

did Johnny caU who?” 

mficant Inspector’s grammar was sig- 

he nut it? woman m his life, wasn’t that how 

“I sunL^. ’ you didn’t hear him Poor Johnny ” 
Inspect(^^*;aTrT what you’re talkmg about,” the 

TbfSd ^ Ellery said. 

“At twitched ‘To Laura?” 

“Ellerv what her last name is Or may be ” 

herla<;t^Lr« o games! How could you possibly know 

Manning M-a-n-n It might be a longer name, dad— 

thing like ^aT” MandeviUe, Manmx Some- 

^ absolute disbehef. Then, 
ms head, he went off to find a phone. 
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It ^ There was something 

stepped off the tena^and P^^tic groom. He 

t^an was alone there mii weddmg cake. Es- 

“WhereareMr and"Mix champagne glasses. 

iney no go, htr Onp^n >> tt, t. 

conspiratonally. “Tin ticuseman looked around 

f« to close up her aoorfm Marsh she’s 

You no *Mtt& I 

t«tor^ <=^M>y be 

gf°°m to Its lawful place beside its bndeT 








^ey dropped into Wrightsville with the setting sun Inspector 
Queen telephoned Newby from the tmy airport lounge 

us at the Benedict house,” the Inspector told him. 
i-)on’t bother with a pohce car—^I mean for us We’ll take 
a cab 

Chief Newby was waiting for them at the door He had 
it unlocked and waiting 
‘What’s up, Inspector?” 

“Ask him Maybe you’ll have better luck than Fve had 
I couldn’t get a word out of him, and I still can’t ” 

The chief looked at Ellery reproachfully 
“Pm not being coy,” Ellery grumbled. ‘Tve had consid¬ 
erable to think through Shall we go m?” 

They went in The house was musty-smelling, and Newby 
Went about throwmg wmdows open. ‘‘Anybody want a drink?” 
Ellery asked When the older men refused he said, ‘Well, 
I do,” and he took an Insh neat, and another, then set the 
bottle down and said, “Let’s go upstairs ” 

He vaulted up to Benedict’s bedroom, and waited im¬ 
patiently in the doorway 

“The answer was here from the start,” he said “That Sat¬ 
urday night. March twenty-eight, wasn’t it*^ Almost two and 
a half months ago I could have saved us a lot of wear and 
fear And Faull« his miserable life . . well, it’s all slops 
under the bndge Come in, gents, and be seated Don’t worry 
about disturbmg the evidence It isn’t the kmd you can dis¬ 
turb ” 

“What’” Newby said, vague as a fish 
“Don’t try to make anything out of it,” Inspector Queen ad- 
^ed him “Not ]ust yet, anyway He always starts this way. 
Vou sit down and you listen That’s what I’m going to do, 
Newby. I’ve had to do it a hundred times ” And the Inspector 
seated himself on the bedroom’s only chair, leaving the edec 
of the dead man’s bed to the chief, who perched himself on'it 
gingerly with an uneasy eje on the door, as if to orient bim- 
•^clf to the nearest c:^it. 


12t 
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“You weren^l there, Anse,” Ellery said “I mean in Marsh’s 
apartment today, when he and Marcia were married After 
the ceremony I found myself with the weddmg cake, just the 
three of us—” 

“The three of you?” 

“The little plastic bride and groom and me.” 

“Oh Oh?” 

“They were, as usual, under a canopy at the top of the 
cake. And the groom fell off. Do you see?” 

“No ” 

“It left the bride alone up there” 

“Well, sure So what?” 

“So that was wrong, wasn’t it?” 

“Wrong?” Chief Newby repeated “What was?” 

“I mean, you look at the bride standing up there by her¬ 
self, and it’s obvious there’s a missmg element ” 

“Oh WeU, naturally The groom Anybody would know 
that Is that what you flew up from New York to tell me?” 

“That IS correct,” Ellery said ‘To teU you that there was 
something missing 

‘Trom the beginning I’ve felt that there was a crucial clue 
in this room, a vital element of the murder, only I couldn’t 
get my finger on it Of course, when you think you can’t re¬ 
member somethmg you take it for granted that it’s something 
you saw, something that was there but shpped your mind. 
That lone little bnde today told me my mist^e The clue in 
Johnny’s bedroom here wasn’t something I’d seen and for¬ 
gotten, It was something I had not seen —something that 
should have been here hut wasn’t. Somethmg which my mind 
tmconsciously groped for, failed to find, and whose omission 
It registered. 

“Dad ” 

‘Yes, son?” 

Ellery was at the clothes closet “The room is exactly as 
it was on the night of the murder except that Johnny’s body, 
the contents of the mghtstand, and the three women’s stolen 
articles of clothmg aren’t here now Correct?” 

“No,” the Inspector said "The weapon ” 

“And the Three Monkeys, yes Everythmg else in the bed¬ 
room IS as it was. That would mclude this wardrobe closet 
of Johnny’s-^d its contents, wouldn’t it?” 

‘Yes?” His father was intent 

“So what’s m the wardrobe closet now is what wc inspected 
on the mght of the murder. Very thoroughly, I might add 
Garment by garment Remember? Even Johnny’s hats, shoes 
—everythmg ” 
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“Yes?" the old man said again In the same way. Newby 
was still imitating a fish 

“Let’s do a repeat Go through the closet and call out what¬ 
ever you see As you did that night Listen hard, Anse. See if 
you catch it It isn’t easy.” 

Inspector Queen began with the accessory items, enumerat¬ 
ing’ neckties, four-m-hands, ascots, bow ties, scarves, in all 
basic colors and combinations— 

“Includmg browns?” Ellery mterrupted 
“Sure includmg browns Didn’t I say ‘all’?” 

“Go on.” 

“Ten hats and caps—” 

“Is any of them brown?” 

“This brown fedora ” 

“Shoes?” 

“Cordovans, alligators, subdes—” 

“Never mmd the leather How about the colors?” 

‘‘Blacks, browns, grays, tans— 

“Browns and tans noted Overcoats?” 

“Navy blue double-breasted, black with a velvet collar, 
cashmere—’’ 

“Which color cashmere?” 

“Tan” 

|TBrown family Topcoats?” 

“Charcoal, tan, chocolate—” 

“Brown family agam That’s enough to make my pomt Step 
out of the closet, dad, and go through the drawers of the 
bureau there, as we did on the mght of the murder Take the 
shirt drawers first. Do you find any shirts m shades of brovm?” 
“Sure—” 

“How about the hose drawer? That one. Any brown socks?” 
“Plenty ” 

“You left out his suits ” Newby was fascmated—^puzzled, 
but fascmated 

‘We did, didn’t we?” Ellery said As usual at such times, 
there was somethmg of the actor about hi m , enjoymg his per¬ 
formance “All n^t, dad, start with Johnny’s conventional 
suits Which colors are they?” 

The Inspector said sharply, “They’re aU m shades of blue 
and gray Penodl” 

‘Yes,” Ellery said “No browns or tans That’s what kept 
buggmg me, Anse, even though I couldn’t identify it the 
basic fashion color brown that wasn’t represented m Johnny’s 
suits, m spite of the fact that practically everythmg else m 
his wardrobe included articles m brown and/ or tan ” 

“Maybe he just didn’t bring a brown smt up here ” 
“Unthinkable Johnny regularly made the Ten Best-Dressed 
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Men’s list He wouldn’t have worn brown shoes, or a brown 
hat or a brown topcoat, or certainly a brown or tan shirt 
with anything but a suit in some shade of brown If he had 
brown accessories here, they had to be intended for at least 
one brown or tan suit. 

“But I didn’t have to make a deduction about it” Ellery 
contmued. “Johnny did have a brown suit on the premises I 
saw it with my own eyes. On him. The night he was mur¬ 
dered He was wearing it when I was skulkmg on the terrace 
domg ray Peeping Tom act while he held forth to his ex- 
wives about his plans for a new will. He was wearing the 
brown suit when he left them for the night and went upstairs 
to go to bed That means he took the brown suit off up here, 
m this room, when he undressed and got mto his pajama^ 
But when he phoned us at the guest cottage and we dashed 
over here and found him dead—no brown suit No brown 
suit m his closet, as we’ve noted; no brown suit thrown over 
a chair or deposited anywhere else m the bedroom as you 
would expect after he’d undressed to go to bed—dad, you 
actually remarked on the neatness of the room, how no 
clothes were strewn about You even specified what Johnny 
had deposited m the laundry hamper of the clothing he’d been 
wearmg socks, you said, underwear, shirt ’’ 

Newby muttered “Then what happened to his brown suit?” 

“That, Anse, is the question To answer it you obviously 
must ask yourself first who do we know was m this room 
later that mght besides Johnny?” 

“Who? His killer ” 

“Answer. Johnny’s killer took away Johnny’s brown suit 
QED ” 

Newby threw an irritated glance at the Inspector But 
Richard Queen weis peering mto the past Or perhaps it was 
the future. 

“Q E D my Aunt Martha’s hmd leg,” Newby said crossly. 
“It doesn’t QED a damned thmg to me Why? Why would 
his killer take Benedict’s suit away?” 

‘You’ve just hit pay dirt, Anse Let’s go back What do we 
know the murderer did after he entered the bedroom? He did 
three thmgs we’re now sure of He killed Johnny He left 
Audrey’s gown, Marcia’s wig, and Alice’s gloves on the floor. 
And he made his escape with the suit Johnny had taken ojff 
m undressing for bed 

“Let’s concentrate on number three—your question, Anse 
why did Murderer, m escapmg after his crime, take Johnny’s 
suit with him? 

“Was it because the suit contamed something he wanted? 
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No, because if that were the case he had only to take it from 
the suit and leave the suit behind 

Or was the theft of the man’s suit meant to symbolize ‘a 
? That is, to pomt suspicion to the only other male m 
the house that night, A1 Marsh? All the others were women 
—Audrey, Marcia, Ahce, Miss Smith ” 

‘Then why would the kiUer also leave the three articles of 
women’s clothmg?” the Inspector objected. “Those seemed to 
point to women.’’ 

TDisposmg of that theory—aright, dad And there’s another 
ODjection to that we didnlt even realize a man’s suit was 
®^uig If that had been Murderer’s mtention, he would have 
managed to call the fact of the missing suit to our attention. 
But he didn’t” 

‘Can either of you think of still another reason?” 

After a barren interlude Newby said, “You’d think there’d 
^ a dozen possible reasons for a thing like that. But I can’t 
think of one ” 

Inspector Queen confessed, “Neither can I, Ellery.” 

That’s because it’s obvious.” 

^ Obvious?” 

“What was it” Ellery asked, “that the murderer took 
away?” 


^TBenedict’s brown suit” 

‘‘A man’s suit What are men’s suits used for?” 

“What are they used for? What do you mean, son? To 
Wear. But— 

‘To wear,” Ellery said “As clothing The common, every¬ 
day reason. But why should Murderer need clothing in leav¬ 
ing Johnny’s room after the murder? Surely he came there 
Wearmg something Had he been splashed with blood—^was 
ttat the reason he had to have a change of clothes? But 
Johnny’s head bled remarkably httle —wq noted that on the 
scene, dad. Or even if some blood had got on Murderer’s 
origmal clothing, that would hardly have necessitated an en¬ 
tire change—^pants as well as jacket—the middle of the 
night, m a darkened house No, it must have been some thin g 
else about what Murderer was wearmg when he came to 
Johnny’s room that compelled him to discard it and dress in 
Johnny’s suit as a substitute Do you see it now?” 

Chief Newby looked helpless 
Inspector Queen exploded, “HeU, no!” 

“But it’s so clear,” EUery cried ‘What was Murderer wear 
mg when he came into Johnny’s room that he might have 
felt he could not wear in leaving after the cnme? Yon 

‘’““2 T norjohmy^ dS 

we find on the floor—dropped there?” t> uia 



i2f. ran lasi nrmAa la ins uin 

“Those women’s things ” I'hc Inspector was gaping, 

“That is right If Murderer came to Johnn>’s bedroom \vcar- 
tng Audrey’s evening gown, Marcia’s wig, and Alice’s gloves, 
and for some reason decided to leave them behind, then 
Murderer would have required otlicr clothes to leave in.” 

Chief Newby exclaimed, “One of those three gals, wearing 
the gown, the wig, and tlic gloves, came to Benedict’s room, 
stripped, left them as clues to spread the guilt, and put on 
the suit Bcncdict’d been wearing to get back to her own room 
in “ His face darkened. “That makes no sense at nil She’d 
have come in a dress or a kimono or something and just 
earned the three clues in her hand “ 

The Inspector asked slowly, “Arc you saying it wasn’t one 
of his cx-wivcs, Ellery?” 

“You’ve answered your own question, dad Audrey, Mar¬ 
cia, Alice—^nonc of them would have planned to go to 
Johnny’s room to kill him under such circumstances as to 
leave herself without clothes for her getaway.” 

“But Ellery, they were the only women there!” Newby said 
“No, Chief, wait a mmute,” the Inspector said “There 
was a fourth woman on the premises Marsh’s secretary, Miss 
Smith.” But when he looked at Ellery he said, “Not her, 
son?” 

BUery was shaking his head “You’re forgettmg, dad, that 
we’ve postulated Murderer’s gomg to Johnny’s room wearing 
the stolen women’s clothmg That means Murderer was the 
one who stole them m the first place But when were they 
stolen? Audrey reported to us that her gown was missmg as 
early as noon that Saturday Marcia told us that her wig was 
gone not an hour later. And when I talked to Alice and she 
couldn’t find her gloves, it was only midafternoon In fact, it 
was during that conversation that Alice told me the others 
were preparing to drive over to the airport to meet Miss 
Smith’s plane, which was due m, Alice said, at five thirty 
“So Miss Smith couldn’t have been the one who stole the 
gown, wig, and gloves Therefore she wasn’t the one who 
went to Johnny’s room that mght wearing them ” 

“But there was no other woman m the house,” the In¬ 
spector protested. 

“Exactly ” 

Pauses have shades, like colors This pause was unrelieved 
black. 

The Inspector fumbled for some bght “But Ellery there 
was only one other person there ” ’ 

“Exactly ” 

“A1 Marsh... 

“Exaefiy ” 
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there was the pause again, less dark, more like a 
lightning-struck sky 

“Do you mean to say,” Inspector Queen yipped, “do you 
ipean to say it v/as Marsh —Al Marsh —who went to Bcnc- 
icts bedroom that night ail rigged out m a woman’s cve- 

iiing gown, w^earing a woman’s wig and a w'oman’s 
gloves 9” 

^ the argument led us ” 

But that would mean,” Newby fretted, “that would 
mean—” 

we’re investigating a case,” Ellery said in a somber 
‘u’l > ^ nature of which W'e didn’t suspect until now 
Al Marsh went to Johnny’s bedroom that night in full 
rag, and what happened there forced him to leave the 
emmme clothmg behmd He put on Johnny’s suit to get 
sately back to his own room Johnny’s brown suit . . when 
we find It, we’ll have him ” 

Fmd it?” the Inspector mumbled “Fat chance. He’ll have 
rid of it long ago ” 

I don’t thmk so,” Ellery said “No, there’s a good chance 
e may not have Shall we go see?” 

There was no flight out at that hour, and Ellery would not 

Wait Newby said grimly, “Take my car I wish I could go 
' With you » 

, The Queens drove all night, altematmg at the wheel They 
had breakfast in an all-mght cafeteria on 1st Avenue and 
Were at the door of Marsh’s duplex a few mmutes past eight 
0 clock m the moming. 

“Mr Marsh he’s asleep, Mr Queen,” the houseman said, 
hlinking m the entrance hall “No can wake him up—” 

“Is Mrs Marsh with him?” 

‘She no move m here yet.” 

“Then you go on about your business, Esteban,” Ellery 
said “I’ll take the responsibility of waking Mr Marsh.” 

They barged into Marsh’s bedroom without knockmg It 
Was a spacious place of massive woods, hand-hewn and mas— 
culme An eight-foot reproduction in marble of Michelangelo’s 
David graced the room 

The lawyer turned over in bed suddenly and opened his 
eyes 

“Easy, Marsh,” Inspector Queen said 

Marsh remained that way, in a half twisted posture, ar¬ 
rested in mid-movement He looked formidable His torso 
was naked and full of muscles and, surpnsmgly, hairless as 
if he used a depilatory 
“What do you want'?” 



128 1 HE LAST WOMAN IN HfS LITE 

He sat up then But he made no move to get out of bed 
He drew his legs up under the red silk sheet and folded bis 
heavy forcams over them, as if to hold them m check. 

“What do you want’’’ he asked again 
“Johnny’s suit,” Ellery said gently. “You know, AI The 
brown one he was wearing the night he was schlogged.” 
“You must be insane ” 

“Is it what I am, Al? Or what you are?” 

Marsh shut his eyes for the briefest moment, like a child 
When he opened them Ellery saw that they were old, bitter, 
and retreatmg 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said in a 
mechanical way. “I have nothmg of Johnny’s here Go ahead 
and look And be damned to you ” , 

His wardrobe closet was a roomy walk-in, like Benedicts 
in Wrightsville Among the many garments on the racks they 
found two suits that, to Ellery’s recollection, were approxi¬ 
mately the same shade of brown as the missing Benedict sud 
“What size do you wear, Marsh?” Inspector Queen asked 
“Never mind Accordmg to the labels these are forty-four 
longs, Ellery. Benedict couldn’t have worn more than a dn^- 
eight regular—^maybe even a thirty-six So these are Marsh’s 
None of the other suits was the color of Benedict’s “Any 
other suits m the apartment. Marsh?” 

“This IS your party ” Marsh’s throat sounded dry He heked 
his bps “I don’t have to tell you, mcidentally, Inspector, that 
I’ve seen no sign of a search warrant ” 

“There’s one on the way,” the Inspector said “Sorry we 
jumped the gun a bit. Marsh Would you rather we held up 
till the warrant gets here?” 

The lawyer shrugged his heavy shoulders. 

“I won’t make an issue of it. I’ve got nothmg to hide ” 
The Inspector looked the least bit worried He glanced at 
Ellery But if Ellery felt misgivmgs he did not betray them 
He was gomg through the suitcases that were piled up m a 
comer of the wardrobe room. The cases were empty 

Ellery straightened up suddenly and stepped out of the 
closet “I’m still partly m shock,” he said, and drew his father 
aside, out of earshot of Marsh “Of course it wouldn’t be out 
m the open He’s hidden it m his clothes-hidmg place ” 

“His what?” 

“Marsh leads a secret life, doesn’t he? That follows from 
what we’ve found out about him During the day he acts the 
part of a normal man But nights—some nights—and week¬ 
ends—some weekends—^he lives his other life That means he 
has to have a hidmg place for the clothes he wears when he’s 
on the prowl ” 
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to watch myself, to pretend, cost me dear. It had to had aa 
outlet somewhere Inevitably there was an episode in a bar, 
well away from the Yard . . . then another, and another It 
became an addiction, like hcrom. I fought it with ail my 
strength, feeling such shame and guilt afterward that I threw 
myself mto college sports, especially wrestling. Until I real¬ 
ized why I had gone mto contact sports. And gave them up. 

Marsh went to the wall beside his bed ajid pressed some¬ 
thing A section of the wall slid away to disclose a fully 
stocked bar. He seized a bottle of bourbon and filled a water 
glass. He downed half its contents without lowering his head. 

It wasn’t only Johnny who never suspected. You didnt, 
Ellery—no one did. I was ludicrously careful I never cruised 
anyone connected with the college, even the ones I knew 
would be approachable All my pickups were made 
campus, like the first one, mostly in downtown Boston. My 
great fear was that I’d be found out I suffered more thm 1 
can describe . . . from the agony of alienation . . the 'effort 
to disguise my real wants . . . the need, the craving, to be m 
the life. 

Oh, God, Marsh said, you can’t imagme what it’s like, the 
nervous tension, the inner turmoil, the lonelmess—particu¬ 
larly the lonelmess when I was puttmg on my act m the 
straight world And the persistent overdrinkmg—it’s a wonder 
I didn’t become an alcohohe, but I suppose my fear of self¬ 
betrayal acted as a brake . . I never considered for a moment 
gomg to a psychiatrist . I know I should have adjusted, as 
other people have, accepted what I was But I couldn’t, I 
just couldn’t For every hour of peace—^why do I call it 
peace? it was merely a truce—fought an eternity of all-out 
war 

When my mother died and I came mto the family fortune, 

I was even worse off. I now had the mdependence and the 
means to widen the area of my secret life, but the dangers 
of discovery were also multiplied, therefore the fears and 
shames and guilts Also, no matter how much I engaged m 
the life, r felt mcomplete—^what someone has termed “un¬ 
fulfilled and unfulfiUable ’’ It’s like compulsive eatmg, or any 
other sympton of somethmg wrong the disgust I felt cmis- 
mg for a tnek, the demeamng deals with hustlers, the sordid 
hangmg around public washrooms m hotels, railroad stations, 
airport terminals, bus depots, anghng for a pickup ... a 
manne, a drunken sailor, offermg money for an hour m some 
cheap hotel. . and the greatest dread of all, that while I was 
cruismg at a gay bar or beach or m some park—wherever 
people m the life congregated—^someone I knew m the straight 
world would run mto me and spread the word . . . most 
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hideous thought of all, some reporter who’d recognise me. 

.. • Do you know what the first commandment in the gay 
life “Thou shalt not be found out," You’ve got to under¬ 
stand that. I mustn’t be found out. I could bear almost any¬ 
thing but exposure ... I said a reporter would be the worst. 
That’s not true. The worst would be a detective from the Vice 
Squad, playmg the role of pickup. ., 

Marsh’s delivery, which had begun in halting fashion, began 
to pick up smoothness and speed, like a partially clogged 
dram that had cleared. The purge of confession reddened and 
convulsed his face, his fists flailed away almost joyously at the 
vain of cleansing himself. 

Forgive me for gomg into such detail, he said, and downed 
the rest of his drink. Til get right to what you want to hear. 
He set the glass down on the bar quietly and turned to face 
them. 


From the moment Johnny and I flew to that art auction in 
London, I had the excitmg feeling that he’d suddenly guessed 
secret. It wasn’t for any reason I could put my finger on. 

Now that I have some perspective on it, it was an lUusion 
brought on by the intensity of my desire for him I talked 
niyseU into behevmg that all these years, while I’d been hid¬ 
ing what I was from hii^ Johnny had been hidmg from me 
fii^ he was secretly m the life, too. 

Is sounds absurd to me now, when I say it, there 
really no basis for it. But, so powerful was the need, thats 
what 1 convmced myself of I convinced myself that John^ 

Was giving me suggestive looks . . inviting me to make ad¬ 
vances , . , cruising me to come to his bedroom that weekend 
ni WnghtsviUe after everyone else was asleep so that we could 
make love. 

From the start of the weekend I felt a kmd of crisis in 
identity that turned physiological with great rapidity. It ^pp_ 
my usual control. That Friday night, when Audrey, Marcia, 
nnd Alice came downstairs all dressed up, something a^ 
pened to me Audrey’s stuimiag evenmg go^ wi “ 
sequins, Marcia’s silly “fun” wig, Ahee’s elbow-length 8 
. all of a sudden I was madly attracted to them I M ^ 
have them . put them on . . . parade around draa 

we’d been m the city I could have ^ed ° 

outfits, but we were m that damned backwoo , 

there was my beloved Johnny sat^ P ^ ^ thought, 

life—^practically m my arms ... signaling > 

giving me the come-on. ... ... 

1 slept hardly a wink that . reason or caution. 

By Saturday I beyond re ^ 

V/bde the women were out or the nouse or 
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where, I stole the gown, the wig, the gloves from their bed¬ 
rooms 

I hid the gown and the gloves imder the mattress of my bed, 
and the wig in the bottom of my wastebasket imder a cam¬ 
ouflage of crumpled tissues. 

Marsh seemed scarcely conscious of them now, and the 
Queens settled themselves with great caution for the next few 
crucial minutes 

By late Saturday mght I had no defenses left. My will 
power was gone All I could think of was Johnny and how 
much I wanted him I don’t know how I got through that 
endless evemng, Johnny’s dreary spiel to those three It was 
especially bad after he went to bed I thought the women 
would never go up to their rooms FmaUy, the last one did. 

You have to realize I’d had a great de^ to dnnk I’d tried 
to hold the drinkmg down, but it had got to me. Maybe it 
was because of the excitement biuldmg up 

Marsh began striding again. Hands clasped, at one time 
wringing, another knuckle-cracking. Head lowered, rushing 
toward his denouement like a lemming 

I waited till I thought everyone must be asleep Then I 
got the gown and gloves out from under my mattress, and 
the wig from the wastebasket I opened the secret pocket in 
my two-suiter bag—^I’d had it specially made—and took out 
the supply of makeup I keep handy there—a hqmd powder 
base, rouge, face and body powder, false eyelashes, hpshck, 
mascara The works And I . . . changed 

His voice faltered before the last word. After he uttered it 
he was silent for so long that the Queens disciplined their 
breathing Finally, he shook himself like a dog 

It w^n t a bad fit—you know how big they are, with 
Jonimy s yen for women twice his size Though I had to pass 
up shoes Their shoes wouldn’t have gone on my feet, and of 

course I couldn’t put on my men’s shoes, I’d have looked 
ridiculous 

Marsh paused again, and Ellery thought how bright Einstein 
had been to insist on relativity Marsh said he would have 
looked ridiculous in men’s shoes True, hut how did he think 
he looked m a woman’s dress? For the first time, as a result 
of Marsh s cornment, Ellery truly scnv him as not the Marl¬ 
boro man but the transvestite. 

I opened my door and listened Marsh said it hturgically, 
as if he were in communion with some deep, ineffable force 
The house was so still it sang—you know how they are some¬ 
times in the middle of the mght I can remember my throat 
how there was a gong pounding at the base of it It was al- 
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most pleasant I could even see pretty well, there was a good 
nighdight burning in the upper hall. 

Nobody I could see. 

Nothing 

I felt wonderfuL 

I^wallSl up the hall to Johnny’s bedroom I h^ expected 
the door to open for me as I came up and Johnny to be 

^^"ufft SCSrhe wasn’t I tried the knob ^d it turned 

and tk door swung with a creak like a haunted house, ^d 

I went m and shut it and it creaked agam, and Johnny s voice 

said, “Who’s that? Who’s there?" ^ 

around on the waU for the switch and 

and there was my darlmg sittmg up bed ^ 

blinky, not naked as I bad imagmed bed be, but m his 

^ ^Marsh’s rhapsodic monotone, which hc^ had the devotiond 
quality, fell so low it became a mutter. They had to strain to 

at first he thought I was Audrey, or Marcia, be¬ 
cause he roUed out of bed and snatched his robe and put it 

°^But then his pupils must have adjusted, because he recog¬ 
nized me You could see his eyes do it 

They scarcely heard him at all now. He was clenching air 
with his fists and, feeling nothing, opening his big hands in 

a curiously supplicating way . , 

Could you spc^k 3 - littlo loudor? InspBctoT Qubbti oskcd 

softly. Marsh looked at him, frowning 

I’ve seen his eyes many times smce, he said with more vol¬ 
ume At mght Even daytimes I could read them like a neon 
sign Recogmtion Comprehension And then shock 

They stayed shocked just long enough for me to compound 
my mistake That stupid mistake I wasn t thinking at all at 

that moment It was sheer feehng 

The flowermg, you might say The burstmg pomt, 

I stripped off the gloves and wig I tore the gown off Stood 
there naked And I took a step toward him and held out my 
arms, and that was when I saw the shock in his eyes turn to 
revulsion, absolute revulsion. 

He said to me, ‘You filthy, filthy pig Get out of my 
house.” 

Marsh turned his back to them and made little throat¬ 
clearing noises When he spoke again it was to unoccupied 
space, as if he had wished them away and they had obediently 
disappeared 
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I found myself saymg some things to him then I re¬ 
member . about my love ... my years of fightmg to hide 
it from him 

I knew it was worse than useless—his eyes told me that— 
but I couldn’t stop myself, it all came out, everything, and 
all the time I knew it was a fatal mistake . . that he wasn’t 

capable of understandmg . . . any more than you . . although 
I hope .. I hoped .. . 

He never raised his voice It was brutal. He was cimel, 
viciously so The things he called me . . unforgivable things 

from an mtelligent, civili 2 ed man . . . even if he couldn’t 
share my feelmgs, he’d known me so long, we’d been such 
friends If Td been a leper and deliberately infected him out 
of malice he couldn’t have shown more hate, as if I were 
his enemy . . . All the time he was cuttmg me to bits, the 
shame, the guilt, the fear—the pamc—grew All my years of 
bemg careful—successfully—^thrown away in one uncon¬ 
trollable act In one night 

He was threatenmg to expose me. 

I don’t know why Johnny reacted so violently to what he’d 
found out about me I hadn’t really done anything to him 
except reveal myself for what I was He couldn’t handle the 
revelation Maybe he had a deep-seated hangup about in¬ 
version A lot of men do ... as if they’re afraid the same 
thing is buned m them^ and by attackmg it m others ... I 
don’t know. 

I had no time to analyze Johnny then I was too busy 
pamckmg 

He was threatenmg to expose me; and that would be the 
end of me At that moment that was all I could think of— 
that, and shutting his mouth. The cast-iron Three Monkeys 
thing was on his bureau and the next thing I knew I found 
myself smashmg him over the head with it It was hke a 
reflex No rational thought behind it. He mustn’t tell. I must 
keep bun from talking 

That’s all I knew 

Marsh turned around and they, saw the surprise in his eyes 
at the sight of them, and then the distaste, almost the con¬ 
tempt, as if he had caught them eavesdropping But even that 
drained rapidly out of his eyes, leaving them empty 

It never occurred to me that Johnny wasn’t dead I simply 
took it for granted He looked dead sprawled there . « • 
his pale, almost green, face ... the blood . 

I opened the door a crack and looked out and my heart 
Jumped There was a tall gul on the landmg m a dressmg 
gown, about to go downstairs. She turned her head a bit, and 
I saw it was Audrey Weston. 
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Paralyzed, I watched her go down. 

She was down there only a couple of minutes. She came 
back up with a book and went to her room 

I looked down at myself. I was naked. I’d forgotten. I began 
to shake. Suppose she’d seen me? 

I’d hardly had time to feel reheved when Marcia came 
out of her bedroom—I knew instantly it was Marcia, because 
I saw her red hair as she passed under the nightlight—and 
she headed for downstairs, too. 

I suppose desperation calmed me down. I hadn’t dreamed 
that people would be wandenng about the house in the mid¬ 
dle of the night 

AU I could think of now was getting safely back to my 
room Marcia was downstairs—she might come back at any 
moment, as Audrey had I didn’t dare go the way I was, 
without a stitch on—that would be a dead ^veaway if I were 
seen . . and the thought of gettmg back into drag, the way 

I had come, was even worse Suppose one of the women saw 
me in women’s clothes? In their clothes? 

Yet I had to get out of Johnny’s bedroom. 

There was only one thmg I could think of, and that was 
to put on somethmg of Johnny’s The brown smt he’d been 
wearmg was lying on the chair. I managed to squeeze into 
it 

Ellery nodded Both shoulder seams of Benedicts suit were 
split open, a fact the District Attorney was going to appre¬ 
ciate. 

At the last moment it came to me—^fingerprmts My brain 
was workmg mdependently; it wasn’t mine No panic now I' 
felt nothing I used the handkerchief I found m Johnny’s 
pocket—^it’s still there—and wiped off everything I’d touched 
. the Three Monkeys where I’d held it, the door-knob, 
whatever Fd come in contact with 
I ran back to my own room 

I locked the door, took off the suit and packed it at the 
bottom of my suitcase And washed.. . 

Marsh shut his eyes again 

He said in an exhausted, final way. There was Johnny’s 
blood on me 


That was the body of it 

There were appendages Why had he himg onto Benedict’s 
suit? 


‘‘Was it because it had belonged to Johnny?” Ellery asked 
“Yes ” 

Queen fils regarded Queen p^re. The Inspector could only 
shake his head 
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“You realize, Al, there’s blood inside the jacket? Un¬ 
doubtedly Johnny’s, which got on your bare hide when you 
struck him and then smeared the Immg when you put the 
, jacket on for your escape. Didn’t it occur to you that, with 
the blood types matchmg—^Johnny’s and the stains’— and Ae 
suit found m your possession, it was the most damaging kind 
of evidence against you?” 

“I didn’t think it would be found. Nobody, not even 
Esteban, knew about the hidden closet. Anyway, I couldn’t 
brmg myself to part with the smt. It was Johnny’s.” 

Ellery found himself tummg away 

Inspector Queen wanted to know about the marriage. “It 
doesn’t add up. Marsh. Not m view of what you’ve j’ust told 
us about yourself.” 

But it did 

On the mght of the murder Marcia, who was occupying the 
room next to Marsh’s, heard his door open and peeped out 
He was m the full fli^t of his obsession and he neither heard 
nor saw her. As Marsh passed under the mghtlight m the hall, 
bound for Benedict’s room, Marcia got a full view of his face 
and, m spite of the woman’s outfit and makeup he was wear- 
mg, she recognized him. 

“Marcia’s the only one I know of who for a long time had 
had suspicions about me,” the lawyer said “She’s very shrewd 
and perceptive about such thin gs, with her show busmess 
background and the years she’s knocked about places like 
Las Vegas At any rate, what she saw m the hall that night, 
she told me later, confiinaed what she’d always suspected If 
she had testified what she’d seen when Chief Newby and you 
people were questiomng us, she’d have blown the case sky 
high the mght of the murder.” 

But Marcia had foreseen an advantage in silence, and ^ 
events soon repaid her perspicacity The death of Benedict 
cut off her weekly mcome, and his failure to specify the ex¬ 
pected lump-sum settlement m his holograph will left her' 
without a penny She confided Marsh’s secret to the petty 
hood she had married after her divorce from Benedict, and 
Foxy Faulks grabbed the opportumty. 

“Sweet setup for blackmail,” Inspector Queen said, nod¬ 
ding. “She’d spotted you in drag, she certainly guessed that 
you were the one who had murdered Benedict, and you’re a 
rich man. No wonder you killed Faulks You did, didn’t 
you?” 

“What else could I do?” Marsh said, and he shrugged “I 
don’t have to tell you people how blackmailers operate. 
They’d have bled me white, and I’d never have been out of 
danger of exposure.” He had arranged to meet Faulks behmd 
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the Museum of Art m Central Park late at night, presumably 
for a payoff, and instead had given Marcia's husband a knife 
m the abdomen, 

“I figured that would scare Marcia off my back,” Marsh 
went on, “out of just plain self-preservation She’d have to 
realize that if I was willmg to kill Faulks, I wouldn’t shrink 
from kiilmg her as well. Therefore she’d fade out of the pic¬ 
ture 

“But Marcia came up with a very smart counter-ploy. She 
proposed that we get married She pleaded a persuasive case 
Our marriage would give her the financial security she wanted, 
and It would give me the smokescreen I needed to hide what 
I was A lot of us, by the way, marry for precisely that rea¬ 
son. And she didn’t have to remind me that a wife can’t be 
made to testify against her husband, if it ever came to that 
Well, we never got really started, thanks to you, Ellery. She’s 
still preparing to move in here.” 

Ellery said nothing 

To which Marsh said a curious thing “I wonder what 
you’re thinkmg ” 

“Not what you think I’m thinkmg, Al,” Ellery said. 

“Then you’re an exception If only people stopped regard¬ 
ing us as some sort of monsters . . let us hve our lives out 

as we’re constituted, in decent privacy and without prejudice, 
I don’t believe this would have happened It would have been 
possible for me to propose, and Johnny to reject, without 
disgust and vitnol on his part or panic on min e He wouldn’t 
have castigated or threatened me I wouldn’t have lost my 
head We might even have remamed foiends Certainly he’d 
still be alive. 

“Poor Johnny,” Marsh said, and was silent 
The Queens were quiet, too A great change had come over 
Marsh in the past few nunutes He looked juiceless, squeezed 
dry of his vital constituents, he looked old. 

Fmally Inspector Queen cleared his throat 
“You’d better get dressed, Marsh You’ll have to come 
downtown with us ” 

The lawyer nodded, almost agreeably 
“I’ll wash up.” 

He went into the bathroom. 

They had to break through the door 
Marsh was lying on the tiled floor. 

He had swallowed cyamde 
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In the middle of the night after Marsh’s suicide Ellery 
popped up out of sleep like a smokmg piece of toast, groped 
for the mghthght, kicked the sheet, and ran to his fathers 
bedroom. 

' “Dad!” 

The Inspector stopped snoring to open one eye. “Unnh? 
“Vincentme Astorl” 

“Wha’?” 

'"Vincentme Astorl" 

“Unnh ” 

“Nobody would have a name like that legitimately It’s got 
to be a take-on, a phony—somebody’s idea of class. I’m bet¬ 
ting she’s Laura! Laura Man-somethmg!” 

“Go back to sleep, son ” The old man took his own advice 
But Laura Man-something the vanished hatcheck girl of 
Manhattan’s Boy-Girl Club turned out to be They found Miss 
Manzom in her native ChiUicothe, Ohio, m the shadow of 
Mt Logan among the mystenous mounds, puttmg books back 
m the stacks of the Carnegie Library She was hvmg with 
her father, stepmother, and a mixed brood of original and 
acquired Manzoms m a pleasant frame house on a street of 
dymg ehns. Her father, Burton Stevenson Manzom, had been 
employed m one of Chilhcothe’s paper mills for twenty-seven 
years 

Laura Manzom was a surprise. She was not the bold, 
platmum-and-enamel gum-chewer they had expected Pretty 
and stacked she was, but otherwise Laura was softly chestnut¬ 
haired, soft-eyed, soft-spoken, and a gentleman’s lady She 
had majored m drama at Oberhn, and she had gone off to 
New York for the predictable reason, with the predictable re¬ 
sult 

For eating and sleepmg money, when her grubstake ran 
out, she had dyed her hair, bought a mim-mimskirt and 
peekaboo stockmgs, apphed a thick coat of theatrical makeup 
to her fresh Midwestern face, and bluffed her way mto the 
hatcheck job at the mghtclub. There she had met Johnny 
Benedict 

He claimed, Laura said, to have seen through her mas¬ 
querade “to the essential me” immediately She resisted his 
invitations for three weeks Then they began to meet after 
hours, discreetly, this was as much, she said, at Benedict’s 
insistence as at hers 

“Finally he told me he was serious about me,” Laura said, 
“and then that he loved me Of course I didn’t beheve him; 
I knew his reputation But Johnny was such a charmer He 
really was. He knew how to make a woman feel she was the 
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center of everything. And the most he ever tried to do was 
kiss me Still, something about him held me back. . . . 

suppose I wanted very much to be convmced, but I kept 
putting him off. It’s hard for a girl like me to beheve what a 
man like Johnny teUs her—a young and handsome multimil¬ 
lionaire—even, or maybe especially, if he doesn’t make passes 
or propositions What made it harder . . he kept talking 
about our getting mamed As if it were all settled Johnny 
couldn’t believe any girl he was rushing would turn him down. 
I kept tellmg him I wasn’t sure, I needed time, and he kept 
saying that time was for clock punchers, that we were gomg 
to be married right away, that he’d made aU his plans, and 
that sort of thmg ” 

“Did Mr Benedict ask you to sign any sort of agreement?’’ 
asked the plamclothesman whom Chief Newby had sent to 
ChiUicothe to question her. 

“Agreement?” Laura shook her head “I wouldn’t even if 
he had, regardless of what it was As I say, I just wasn’t sure 
of myself. Or, for that matter, of Johnny. In fact, when he 
told me he had to go up to Wri^tsviUe—” 

“Then you knew about Mr. Benedict’s get-together with his 
ex-wives fte weekend of March twenty-eighth?” 

“He didn’t say why he was going especially, or who’d be 
there Just that he had some un&iished busmess, as he called 
It, to clean up That was the trouble.” 

“Trouble, Miss Manzom? What trouble?” 

. It then came out Laura’s uncertainty about Benedict’s 
sincerity and motives trapped her into an act that had preyed 
on her conscience ever since. His vagueness about the purpose 
of ids Wrightsville weekend had fed her misgivings, with 
"Laura’s middleclass, Midwestern upbnnging—spite of what 
" she had always considered her emancipation from it—all she 
could think of was a ‘love nest” and “another woman ” 
Hatmg her suspicious, but tellmg herself that it was a test 
that would decide the issue of Johnny Benedict for her one 
way or the other, she had rented a car that Saturday and 
driven up to WrightsviUe. 

“I don’t beheve I’d even thought through what I was going 
, to do when I got there,” the gul said. “Maybe some grandiose 
visions of finding htm there with a chick, telling him off m a 
curtain speech, and makmg a glorious exit "VS^en I did get 
there—was actually turning into Johnny’s driveway—I was 
suddenly overwhelmed with shame I saw how wrong the 
whole thmg was m a kmd of reverse rush of feeling, the way 
you do sometimes I hadn’t trusted Johnny, I didn’t trust him 
then, and I knew I never would or could So I turned the car 
around and drove right back to New York And that Sunday 
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morning—was too npset to go to bed—I beard over the 
radio that Johnny’d been murdered durmg the night/’ 

Fear—^that she might have been seen outside the house or 
m WrightsviUe or the vicinity and at once involved in the mur¬ 
der—sent Laura fleeiug to Chillicothe and home. She had 
never told her family about her link to the young society man 
whose name and photograph were m the newspapers and 
newscasts. When the story broke about the mystenous Laura 
named as Benedict’s beneficiary in his holograph will in the 
event of their mamage, she had needed no attorney to tell 
her that she had no claim on the Benedict estate, since the 
event had never taken place. 

She would have fought identification as the missing Laura, 
Laura said, with tooth and nail if Benedict’s murder had not 
been solved. 

“I’ve had a boy friend here in Chilhcothe—on the next 
block, in fact—smce childhood,” Laura Manzoni said to New¬ 
by’s emissary, “who’s wanted to marry me smce we graduated 
from high school. We’re on the verge of settmg the date. But 
his folks are real hardshell Baptists and, while BueU would 
stick by me if I were dragged through the papers and TV, 
they’d make things very unpleasant for us. Can you keep my 
name out of this? Please?** 

They kept her name out of it . , . “the last woman m 
Benedict’s hfe,” Inspector Queen repeated. “Isn’t that what he 
called her that Saturday night?” 

“He was wrong,” Ellery said dourly. “Laura Manzoni 
wasn’t the last woman in Johnny’s hfe.” 

“She wasn’t?” 

“She wasn’t.” 

“But then who was?” 

Ellery held his dnnk up to the hght and squinted at it. It 
was straight sour-mash bourbon. He made a face and tossed 
it down like medicme. 

“A1 Marsh.” 

Marsh, Inspector Queen said, dropping the news maga¬ 
zine. He had been reading about Marsh’s funeral, and the 
recapitulation of the events that had let up to it. In the new 
freedom of expression enjoyed by the press, the story was 
exphcit, too much so to the Inspector’s old-fashioned taste. “I 
stdl can’t get a feeling of reahty about it” 

“Why not? Ellery demanded. “In your time you’ve in¬ 
vestigated whole botamcal gardens of men like Marsh, dad. 
Every pohce officer has. You know that ” 

“But it s the first time I was involved in a case with one on 
a personal basis. Marsh looked and acted like such a man 
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of a man, if you know what I mean. Maybe if he’d been the 
obvious kind—” 

“In his own way he was ” 

The old man stared. 

“His apartment,” Ellery said. “He practically threw his 
secret in your face.” 

“If so, I didn’t get it” 

“There's an excuse for you. You weren’t entertained there.” 
‘You mean all that manly type furniture, and the athletic 
equipment and so forth? Coverups?” 

EUery smiled faintly. “They were coverups in Marsh’s 
case, certainly, but hardly clues, or society would really have 
a problem! No, it was a clue like a sequoia—so tall and broad 
I missed it entirely. Elis music library—more Tchaikovsky and 
Beethoven than anyone else. His rare and first editions— 
Proust, Melville, Chris Marlowe, Gide, Verlame, Henry James, 
Wilde, Rimbaud, Walt Whitman His art books—chiefly da 
Vmci and Michelangelo. The busts he had on display— 
Alexander the Great, Plato, Socrates, Lawrence of Arabia, 
Virgil, Juhus Caesar, Catullus, Horace, Fredenck the Great, 
von Humboldt, Lord Kitchener.” < 

“So what?” his father said, bewildered. 

‘You Victorian innocent!” All those histone gentlemen 
had, or are reputed to have had, one thing in common . . . 
along with Aubrey alias A1 Marsh.” 

The Inspector was silent Then he said feebly, “Julius 
Caesar? I didn’t know it about him ” 

“We don’t know it about most. An Englishman named 
Bryan Magee wrote a book a few years ago that he called 
One in Twenty In it he makes the statement that the idea 
that deviates can necessarily be recognized as such is a myth. 
The overwhelming majonty of them, of both sexes, Magee 
says—and he did a vast job of research m preparation for 
two TV documentaries he presented on the subject—are out¬ 
wardly mdistmguishable from normally sexed people. It can 
be anybody—^the brawny fellow working beside you in the 
office, your bartender, the guy next door, the fnend you play 
_ bridge with every Thursday mght, the cop on your beat, or 
your mousy Cousin Horace One m twenty, dad—that’s the 
ciment statistic And that figure may be far too conservative 
Kinsey claimed it was one in ten . Anyway, there it was, 
the clue in Marsh’s hving room. Stanng me in ffie mandibles. 
Like the figleafless David he enshrined m his bedroom, eight 
feet tall and naked as the day Michelangelo lovmgly made the 
onginal I can’t say I’m proud of my role in this caper, 
dad And not only for that reason,” 

‘You mean there was another clue, too*^” 
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“Clue is hardly the word It was—excuse the pun—almost 
a dead giveaway. Johnny told me who’d done it ” 

“Told you?” Inspector Queen scratched his mustache 
angrily “Told you, Ellery? How? When?” 

“As he was dymg When he came to from the beating, 
after Marsh left him for dead, Johnny realized he had only 
a short time to live In those last few moments preceding 
death he experienced one of those infimties of clanty, when 
time stretches beyond its ordmary limits and the dying bram 
performs prodigies of thought m what we three-dimensional 
air-breathers call seconds 

“He knew there were no writmg materials handy—^you’U 
recall you and I searched when we got there and failed to 
find any Yet he wanted desperately to let us know who had 
attacked him, and why. So he managed somehow to use the 
extension phone to the cottage ” 

Ellery frowned into the past “Jo hnn y knew my first ques¬ 
tion—anyone’s first question under the circumstances—^would 
be who did it? But m that timeless flash of brilliance, as he 
was groping for the phone, he found himself m a fantastic 
situation ” 

"I^3J3.tastic situation?” The Inspector frowned mto the 
pr^ent. “What do you mean?” 

“What I mean is,” Ellery said, “how could he tell me who 
had murdered him ?” 

T 311 could he tell you? What are you talkmg about, 
Ellery? All he had to do was say the killer’s name ” 

All nght,” EUery said “Say it ” 

“A1 ” 


Oh, but that could have been an uncompleted attempt to 
would we have known it wasn’t?” 

^ On, Inspector said “Well, then Marsh ” 

Could have been the unfinished start of ‘Marcia ’ ” 

The old m^ began to look interested “I see what you 
mean! . Then Marsh’s christemng name, Aubrey You’d 
have understood that ” , r 


“Would I, dad? In hght of 
How could I ever have been 
‘Audrey’?” 


Johnny’s speech impediment? 
sure he hadn’t meant to say 


..t,® S'® Inspector thought deeply “Huh'” he said 

“Funny problem, at that . How about the word ‘lawyer’? 
No possible mntup there Marsh was the only lawyer Benedict 
could have meant ■’ 

‘‘Johnny was probably thinking in terms of names only 
But Msummg he thought of ‘lawyer,’ see what a bmd he 
found himself m. He was mtendmg to marry Laura a girl he 
loved, her name was m the will he’d given you to put m your 
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pocket. If he said lawyer/ we might have mistaken the word 
for the name—^‘lawyer’ for ‘Laura’I Remember, he had great 
difficulty pronouncmg the letter r Between the impediment 
and his dying diction, it was too great a risk to take ” 

“Then the word ‘attomey’l” 

“Might have sounded like Tierney,’ ’’ Ellery said, “because 
of the same difficulty with his r’s.” He shook his head “An 
extraordmary situation that wouldn’t occur once m a miUion 
cases But it did in this one ” 

“Wait—a—mmute,” the Inspector articulated “Hold your 
horses. Professor! There’s one thing Benedict could have said 
that you wouldn’t—^you couldn’t—have misunderstood Same 
as if he’d put his finger on Marsh in front of witnesses! Marsh 
was the only man besides himself m the house—^all the rest 
were women Why didn’t Benedict simply say the word ‘man’ 
and take the chance you’d understand he meant Marsh?” 

“Just what I asked myself, dad But he didn’t, and naturally 
I wondered why Of course, he might not have thought of it 
But suppose he had? The possibihty raised a fascmatmg line 
of speculation. If he thought of saymg ‘man’ and rejected it 
in those endless few seconds, then—as m the case of the 
names—there must have been a basis for similar confusion—” 
“But no name in the case sounded like ‘man,’ ” the Inspector 
objected. 

“Yes, but did we know all the names in the case*? We did 
not. There was one conspicuous omission We didn’t know 
Laura’s last name' That what suggested to me that Laura’s 
surname might be M-a-n-n or ought begm with M-a-n or 
M-a-double n—^Manners, Mannheimer, somethmg like that 
It turned out to be Manzoni That must have been, then, why 
Johnny didn’t say it He was afraid that, if he could get out 
only the first syllable before he died or became unconscious, 
we’d beheve—^when we discovered Laura’s family name—^that 
he’d been accusmg her of kiUmg him ” 

The old man was shaking his head. “I never heard any- 
tlunk like this in my whole life! But Ellery, you said Benedict 
did identify his killer to you. The old dying-message thing 
you’re so crazy about ” 

“Could it be premature senilty?” Ellery made a face “At 
the time I didn’t even realize it was a dymg message' And 
then I dismissed it from my alleged mmd Dad, what was it 
Johnny said to me over the phone when I asked him who had 
attacked him?” 


some stupid thing like he was home, or some¬ 
thmg hke that.” 


stupid, and he didn’t say he was home He 
uttered the one word, “home.’ In fact, he repeated it three 
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times. I thought he meant he was callmg from home, that is, 
from the mam house, m his muddled dymg condition answer¬ 
ing a ‘‘who’ question with a ‘where’ answer. I should have 
taken into account at least the possibihty that when I asked 
‘who’ he’d answered ‘who ’ ” 

“Who—‘Home’? ‘Home’ isn’t a who, Ellery. Unless it was 
somebody’s name But there wasn’t anybody named—” The 
^^pector looked startled “He didn’t finish,” he said slowly 
“It was a longer word —beginning with ‘home ’ ” 

“Yes,” Ellery said, mufiSed, out of a well of self-disgust 
“If Johnny had finished the word, or I’d had the mother wit 
I was presumably bom with—^we’d have solved the mystery of 
this case actually before the victim drew his last breath.” 
‘Then, Ellery, what Benedict meant to say was the word—” 
“Homosexual.” 




